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Chziſfopher Rich, Eſq. 


SIR, 
HE Feaſt being made under your own 
| Roof, I cannot chooſe ſo proper a Patron 
for this Entertainment, as your Self. This 
Performance, I confels, wants an Univerſal Prote-' 


Qion: For if Induſtry, Labour, and Expence, can 
deſerve a Smile, it ſtands high for a Favourite. So 


. Great an Undertaking, 1 am fure has never been on 


an Engliſh Stage; and I am not Traveller ſufficient 
to make Foreign Compariſons. 

And here 1 think my {elf obliged to do the Pencil 
this Publick Right, to tell the World, That never 
was ſuch a Pile of Painting rais'd upon fo Generous 
a Foundation; eſpecially under all the Hardſhips of 
ſo backward a Seafon of the Year (our Misfortune, 
not Fault.) However , the Undertaker very well 
knows, he is in the Hands of Honour ; and no 

B 2 ways 


Epiſtle Dedicatory, 


ways doubts of a ſuitable Encouragement, from ſo 
much Worth and Juſtice, : 


As for my own part, I ſtand (6 highly Indebted. 


for Favours received of, Y.ou., that 1 only wiſh the 
Preſent I make You, were much more deſerving your 
Acceptance , to be. the worthier Oblation of my 
Gratitude. . | 

As to the Entertainment it felf, I hope Fſhall not 
be vain to. lay, That the Model of the Scenes of 
this Play, are ſomething of an Original : I am fure I 
bave removed a long Heap of Rubbiſh, and thrown 


away all. our old French Lumber, out Clouds of 
Clouts, and ſet the Theatrical Paintings at a much 
fairer Light. And therefore am an humble Suppli- 
ant to the Generous Audience, . for ſome Grains of 
Mercy. ? 

For as I dare confidently averr, the Profſpe& of 
this Stage will put all the old Rags out of Coun- 
tenance : So I hope the Town will graciouſly pleaſe 
to-pardon the undeſerving Scribbler, for ſome ſmall 
Merit in the Proje&or. Otherwiſe it would be a 
little too hard to give me that Fate with my Play, 
as Middleton had with his Pipes, vis. By intro- 
ducing that Proje&, as may Enrich my Succellors ; 
and at the ſame time Starve my Self. 


How- 


_ | yh 


Epiſile Dedicatory. 
However, my Doom be what it will, yet ſtill I 
ſhall carry this Pride along with me, That I have 
endeavour'd to Pleaſe, in ſpreading fo Gay a Table. 


And if this Eſſay , on the other ſide, does find 
| Succeſs, it will bring me a double Pleaſure ; not on- 


| ly in the Gratification of my own Intereſt, but like- 
wiſe in the SatisfaQtion I ſhall receive, that this pub- 
lick Acknowledgment of your Goodneſs, will be fo 
much a more laſting Record of thoſe grateful 


Tenders, are here made you by, 


#8 * 
| | Your moſt obliged and 
mo$t bumble Servant, 


E SE LLLE. 


PRO-- 


Spoken by a new Girl, 


1 'HE Y fay Young AQors on the Stage a 

At their firſt _— with a alin _ 

And yet, methinks, by all thatT can find, 

The Ladies look ſo gay, and Men fo kind ; 

That all my trembling Pains are vani{h'd quite; 

Are ſuch fine Folks ſo terrible a Sight ? 

All that I ſee do rather pleaſe than fright. 

Then I'll be bold, and tell you I am fent 

To make—— Make what : 

Not I indeed. ——Let hin ene fink or ſwim ; 

Is fit I ſhould Excuſes find for him ? 

And be ſo vain to expett any Grace, 

The very firſt Time that I my Face ? 

I muſt confeſs I fain his Friend would be, 

But I had rather have You Friends to Me. 

He has, alas ! been us'd to Fortune's Frown ; 

But if you treat Me Ill, I am undone. 

Alas! I fet up with a Stock ſo ſmall, 

The firſt Miſcarriage wou'd quite ruin all. 

For if I now ſhould break, where muſt I run? 

Priviledg'd-Places are all quite put down. 

But there's a way for You to help me yet, 

For if I cannot All Your Favours get ; 

I hope yowll grant one Thing in my Behalf, 
nd. I am fate. 


| Let me but have Two-Thirds, a 


The Poets Compliment. 


PROLOGUE, 


Actors 


Actors in theComedy 


Men. 
Frank Wildblood, a Gentleman of the Town, Mr. Powel. 
Ned Stanmore, a Templer, - Mr. Mills. - 
Palmerin Worthy, in Love with Jacinths, Mr. Williams. 
Sir Dottrel Fondlove, an old doating Alderman, Mr. Johnſon. 
Old Sreaxmore, a Deputy of a Ward and Father to Jacinthe, Mr. Diſney. 
Tom. Dawkins, a Country-Clown; Mr. Pinkethmas; 
# 
Women. 
Jacinths, in Love with Palmerin, Mrs. Verbraggen. 
Widow Davking, Mrs. Powel. 
Mrs. Suſan, a Sempſtreſs, Mrs. Andrews. 


The 


The Curtain riſes, and diſcovers the Flat Pallace, with a new Arch, 
richly decorated with Gold ; with theſe Three Motto's : 


- ires dabit emula Virtas 
pectemur ag endo —— 


* Apellem {pln Jpo Apollo. 
The Cicling being new pain with the Figure of May oy oped 
upon a Globe, encircled with 7 bas arren dy Copit, 


PROLOGUE: 


Set to Muſick by Mr. Jeremy Clark. 


Elcome Beauty, all the Charms, 
Sparkling in that Orb of Glory: - 
All to thoſe Protecting Arms, 
Thus we Bend and K peel before Te. 


If the Fates that rule below, 
| All are ſmili Heav*ns Creation ; ; 
. We have no hind Stars but Ton, 
All in that fair Conſtellation. 


Smile then with a'Beam divine, - 
We be bleit if Tow but ſhine ; 
Happy then our Pains and Toils ; 
Wit only lives, when Beauty ſmiles. 


' Your Graces let the Muſes ſhare, 
And in return they - this Prayr. 


In —— Quiver, 


Want IShi al Heart: fo gain; 
W 7 all their Duty, 
Paid to Beauty, 
The Great ſhall Keel, and Fair ſhall Reign. =. 
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New Wold in the Moon. 


— 


& 5.5: 4 . 
Enter Widow, Mrs. Suſan, 4nd Tom. 


Sul. N AY, fye, dear Annt, dry up your Eyes, and cheer up your Heart, 


and once more let me bid you welcom to London. 
Tom. London, quotha! Well; | never ſaw ſach a ſtrange Place 

” in all my born Days. Here's a whole thouſand of Houſes, 
and not one Barn among them all. 

Wid. Oh Couſin "tis a melancholy Joorney that brings me hither ; never had 
poor Woman ſuch a Loſs as | have had. My Eldeſt, my Firlt-born, my Virgi- 
nity, Couſin; cropt in the Flow'r, in the Bud of Five and twenty : . Oh, 
Couſin, I have loſt ſuch a Boy ——— 

Tow. As was not worth keeping. Wid. How, Sirrab! 

Tom. Why he's dead Mother, he's dead; and what ſhould we do with dead 
Folks, but make Crows-meat of them ? 

Wid. Oh thou ungracions Boy! Are theſe your Tears for hour poor Bro- 
thers Death, that dear ſweet precious Lamb ? 

Tom, A Word in your Ear. Suſ. With me, Couſin! 

Tom, Between Friends, Couſin Scheer, our Family are none of the wiſeſt. 

Suſ. Nay, why ſo, Couſin ! 

Tow. All Fools, but my ſelf. Why here's that young Cadden, my Brother, 
a filly Block-headed'Son of a——, had no more Wit than to play the Fool and 
dig: And here's that whining, whimpering old Dunce, my Mother, has no 
more Wit than to cry for him. 

Suſ. Ay, Couſin, there you are in the Right : She's a little too ſorrowful 
indeed. 

Tom, In the Right, Couſin ; why, 1am never in the Wrong. 

Wid. What's that he prates ? if 4 

S»ſ. Only telling me, he's the Top-wit of the Family, ; 

Wid. Ny; the Thild has 'very good natural Parts : Heav'n ſend him to make 
good uſe of them. Ay, ay, he has cus 


Tons. 
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Tom. Wit! Ay enough to ſtock a whole Pariſh; Enough to give all the young 
Fellows their Heads full, and the young Weaches their Bellies. fall... CADE 

Wid. Well Son, more of your Manners, and leſs of your Wit. Pray let's 
ſee how you'll behave your ſelf before the Squire, my Landlord, 
| Tom. Ay, ay, l1ct mealone for Haviours, 

Emer a Footman. 

Wid. That muſt be his Livery. Pray Sir, if 1 may be ſo bold; don't yon 
belong to Squire Wildblcgd ?- . ial. #375 age ip | 

Feor. Well, Woman, and what then ? &- 

Wid. Ocly I have a little Buſineſs with bis Worſhip. 

Foot. Yonder's his Worſhip, if you have any thing to ſay to him. 

Tom. What a ſurly Dog's this ? Oons Mother, ſhall 1 beat him ? 

Wid. Beat him, Raſcal ? | | 


 Exter Frank Wildblood, ad Ned Stanmore; 
Noble Squire. 

Fr. W. My Buckingham-Widow ! My Country Copy-holder ! 

Wid Your poor Tenant, Sir, 

N. St. Sweet Mrs. Suſan. Suſ. My dear Temple-maſter. 

Fr. W, And prithee, Widow, what Wind blows you to Town ? | 

Wid. Truly Squire, I am come Forty long Miles to wait upon your Worſhip, 

Tom. And lam come Forty long Miles along with her ; that's juſt Fourſcore, 

Wid. You muſt pardon him, Sir; tis a bold Boy, my Son, an't like ye. 

' Tom. ' And ſhe's my Mother, for want of a better ; an't like ye. 

#r..W. Your Son? How old is he 7 ; | 

id. A poor Suckling, Sir; juſt turn'd of Twenty. 

Fr.W. A very hopeful Boy ! Tom, So the Girls tell me, Sir. 

Wid. Ah Squire, I have loſt my Eldeſt Boy : There's one Life in my Copy- 
hold gone, But I hope your Worſhip will be pleas'd to renew my Leaſe, and 
put in this young Lamb in his Room. I have made a hard Shift to pick up a few 
Mill'd Crowns fbr You, . a very ſcarce Commodity among us poor Conntry-Folks, 
But I hope your good Worſhip will uſe me as kindly as you can; | 

N. St. Ay prithee Frank uſe her kindly, for her ſweet Niece's ſake here. 

Fr. W. A very pretty Creature! Of your Acquaintance, Ned ? 

N. St. At your Service. 

.” Fr. W. Your Servant, ſweet Lady. - [Xiſſes ber. ] Here Sirrah, take that 
61d Gentlewoman and her Son'to my Houſe, and make them. welcome for this. 
fair Ladies fake. Prithce what is ſhe, Ned? . CEx. Widow and Son. 

N, Se. My Temple-Sempſtreſs. Oh Frank, this ſweet young Lady has the 
prettieſt ſofteſt Hand at tying a Crevat: As | hope to-be a Judge, 1 had rather 
dreſs-my ſelf in thoſe two black Eyes, than in the beſt Beau Looking-glaſs in all 
Covent-garden, 

Su. You muſt pardon his way of Rallery, Sir. He always makes bold with 
his poor Servant. ne7 21 v qQoT 20) oil 200 5am; 

'Fr. W. If he's no more bold than welcome, he's a happy Man, Madam. 

Suſ. Alas, Sir ! ] make him heppy + '/- oo 7's 

. Sr, 
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N, St. Prithee Frank let me recommend you to this Ladies Acquantance. She 
ſhines in the Front of a gay Shop in Fleet-ſtreer, and is a fair Dealer in Linnen- 
Drapery. | | 
| batt Where this Gentleman ſhall be welcome. 

Fr. W. You could not give me a more acceptable Invitation; I aſſure you, 
Madam, as far as ready Mony, or Love will go, [I ſhall be your hamble Servant 

* for 1 declare from my Heart, 1 can't have a higher Ambition than to be taking vp 
Linnen with ſo pretty a Lady. . 

Su/. The beſt in-my Shop is at your Service. 

Fr. W. That in your Bed-chamber will pleaſe me much better. 

Su/. My Bed-chamber, ſweet Sir; nay, now you'll make me bluſh, 

F-, W. Not in the Dark, Madam ! Ialways put out the Candle. 

Sw/. 1 vow you talk fo ſtrangely ———But | beg your Pardon, Sir, 1 muſt wait 
upon my Aunt: She expets my Attendance, and | dare not forfeit her good 


Graces. 
Fr, W. Then muſt we loſe ye? Here Sirrah, Page, pay your Obedience, and 


uſher that Lady. CExit Mrs. Suſan. 
N. St. O fye Frank, almoſt Seven a Clock : The Play's half done by this 


time, 

Fr. W. Time enough for the laſt AQ. Thon know'ſt I never take a turn to a 
Play, but either juſt pop in my Head before the Curtain riſes, or before ict 
drops again. 

N. $t. Then you peep intoa Play- houſe, like a Prentice into a Church : Juſt 
hear the Text, then take a Ramble, and come. back to receive the Bleſſing: He 
to hand out his Cheap-ſide Miſtreſs, and you your Covent- garden Miſs. 

Fr. W. Nay, there thou haſt hit me. | 

N. St. But why are you ſo unkind to the Play-houſes, eſpecially at this Low- 
water time with them, to take a turn (as you call it) before the Curtain 


riſes ? 
Fr. VF. Out of pure Charity, Ned. I gallop round the Pit, hear the laſt 


Malſick, pick up a Mask, and carry her off before the Play ; and fo fave the poor 


Whore her Half Crown. 

N. St. But why can't you fit ont the Play ? 

Fr. W. Oh Intolerable! I could no more endure to fit out a whole Play, than 
to Ride out a whole Fox-Chace eſpecially ſince I came to my Eſtate. 

N. St. And why ſince you came to your Eſtate ? 

Fr, W. Why ? Becauſe 1 ſo wore out all my Patience in waiting for my Fa- 
ther*s Death, that I have not one ſingle Grainlefr, | 

N. Se. Nay thou had*ſt an unreaſonable Father, that PI! fay for him. He had no 
more Conſcience than to Live to ſee his hopeful Firſt-begotten a reverend Super- 
annuated old Gentleman of Five and twenty, when thou wanr'ſt to have bad him 
in Heaven above Seven Years before, to keep a Coach and a Whore at Eighteen. 

Fr. W. A Coach and a Whore, Ned ! why 'tis Life and Soul. Punk and Pride, 
the Fleſh and the Spirit; and a Man's not a Man without '*em. 

N. $t. But why do you tell me you never ſtay out a Play, when you know 1 


have ſeen you perking behind the Scenes,” from the-firſt Muſick to thelaſt Candle, 
B 2 t 
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,; the very -Lft; Mag. boyrss 
1 ajcered.: Wea, 1 


dance, and dangle at the Train ofa High beather, | a Stage ow 


could lye a whole Night by her. 

N. $t., Then all your Patience is not worn out ? 

Fr. W. Not in a good Cauſe, Ned, | 

Ned. Nay, if your CO lies behind the Scenes, yau'll have enough on't to 
Night; for, after the Play's done, 1 hear the Ators have a general Practice of 
the Muſick and Machines of ſome part of their. New Opera. 

Fr. W. Their New Waozld in the Poon... 

N. Se. Ay, ſo, | hear, they call it. 

Fr. W. But now thou talkeſt of Plays; prethee, Ned, when didſt thou ſee 
that feriops Tragi-comical Face, that unfaſhionable Spark, young Palmerin, 
with the Beard of Twenty ſix, and the SanQity of Nine and ſixty. 

N, St. Nay Truly, he's not altogether in. the modern Mode : For he ſets 
vp for Virtue. 

Fr, W. Ay by St. Lucrece, and for Chaſtity too, I durſt to ſwear it has it's 
Madenhead ti}, a pure male Virgin. For tho? the poor has but bare 200 a 
Year Annuity, and not'Heir-to one Groat, (for his prodigal Elder Brother took 
care of all - m—_——y | warrant he'd no more Feed one of the hungry 
Birds at the Court-end of Towp, though in the Feathers of a Dutcheſs, were it 
to plume his own Neſt to the Tune of a Conch and Six. 1 wonder we ha'n't 
him Star gazing this way, up to thy Siſters Window yonder ; for 1 underſtand 
he's her. ſworn Adorer. 

N. Sr; Nay, as you ſay, , He is her true Star-gazer indeed. For my cruel Fa- 
ther has ſo cbdicated the poor Lover, fo Baniſht and Barr'd all his Approaches, 
that he Kneels to my Siſter like an Indian to the Sun, almoſt at the ſame Di- 
ſtance, and yet with the fame Warmth. | 


Fr. W. Nay then I find as cloudy as your Father lours upon him, he has ſome- 


Dawn of Hopes from her kind Brothers Favour. 

N, St. Ay faith, Frank, I love the honeſt Lad ſo well, that 1'd give-my Cook 
upon Lizieten, and-all my whole Temple-Library, that my Father loved him 
but balfſo well. 

Fr. W. Then if the Old cruel Gentleman once drops off, the kind Young one— 

N. Se. Will give him my Siſter, though I give him half my Eſtate with her. 

| Emer Palmerin. 
Fr. W: A very. generous Gentleman. But fee-yonder he comes. My Man 


- of Morals. 


Pal. My Man-of Mode, Your Servant. 
. Fr.W. Troth Palmerin, we were juſt Talking of thee. For my part] was 
down right pitying of thee. | 

Pal. And why pitying me ? 


£1 .W. Why, to conGder, how.thou hedſt an elder Brother made a ſhift. 
ro 


- 
- 
- 
* 
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| ts/Tivd/toi melt the laſt Acre of a 1000 a Year, 8nd yet thou art 2 greater Prodj-, 
% Why fo, Frenk? 

I1 tell you why. Your Brother, he lived a Gentleman, and only dy'd 


Pal. N 

Fr, W. 
aBeggar. But thod, with that ragged and ſtarviog Companion call'd Conſcieuce 
at thy Heels, art reſolv'd both to Live and Dye one! Nay, and of all Mankind 
too, why a younger Brother and ſer upfor Virtue ? 

Pal. And-why not a younger Brother ? 

Fr. W. Oh fye ! Why ſhould he profes Virtue, that has nothing but Viee to 
Live upon ? *Tis enough for Your fat rich Drones, that bave neither Mercury 
in their Heads,nor Warmth in their Veins, for the Diviner Talte of Pleaſures, to - 
| Dream and Sleep away a Life in lazy drowzy Morals. | 

Pal. Quite contrary ! *Tis enongh for yow rich Elder Brothers, that have this 

World in a String, never to think of the next ; whilſt we poor Younger Brothers, . 
i that have:fo little ſhare of one, ſhould take care for the other. 


N, St. Do you hear that, Frank ? You had beſt have a care of him, for he'll 
be too hard for you elſe. 

Fr. W. Nay he ſhall never want your good Word at all turns. Oh Palmerin, 
thou haſt a ſtanch Champion of Ned here. If all Parties were .as well agreed 
as himſelf, thou ſhouldſ Marry his Siſter to Morrow. 

Pal. To her kind Brothers Goodneſs, 1am an eternal Debtor z; and only wiſh 
1 were more in Debt to-Heaven : Bleſt with thoſe ſmiles of Fortune, to deſerve 
her. 

Fr. W. Smiles of Fortane! Why,: thou- doſt not want "em. Prethee make 
me thy Confeſſor, and tell me ingeniouſly, couldſt nat thou be contented to » 
Beg with Jaciaths / | 

Pal. And what then, Sir ! Fr. W. And Starve too! 

Pal. Well, and Starve too, 

Fr, W Then for Facintha's Love, you durſt do 

Pal. Any Thing. 

Sink, Ruin, Periſh : Fate has not that Frown, 
Nor Heaven and all its Thunder has that Bolt, 
But | could ſtand "em all far dear Facintha. 

Fr. W. Here's Raptures for you-——s Then Poor and Fortunelefs as you are, -. 
you love her ſo intirely well, that without Conſultation of Parents, Obedience, . 
Portion, or Convenience, you could take her Naked and Friendleſs to your 
Arms, and Marry her to Morrow ? 

Pal. No, not ſo ncither. 

Fr. W. How : Beg, Starve and Periſh for her Sake; and yet not dare to -- 
Marry her. 

Pal. All this and Ten times more, and yet not dare to Marry her: No, tho 
1 have Love enough to make my ſelf miſerable-for ber ſake; 1 have too much + 
Love to make her miſerable for mine. | 

Fr. W. Rere's your School Diſtin&ion in Cupids new Philoſophy : But Palmerin, 
conſidering hexe's a Father in the Caſe, that by the Conſtitution of hs Body, 
may live theſe 20 Years for he has a Son here, of thy own Church; neithetia 


£ 
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Fee with his Door nor Pothecary :. "That Tyrant-Father, that whilſt bis Head's 
above Ground, will.no more give thee Facintha, then he will build Hoſpitals, 
Prethee how long thea couldſt thou be contented to wait for her! . - 
., Pal. An Age: A LifeSir. F 

Fr, W. Why truly that's pretty reaſonable Attendance. But how wouldſt thou 
hre this long-long Age of Patiecce ! 

Pal. With Thinking. - © ++ 7 
I'd remember there's that dear Face in the World : And for want of the 'Ori- 
ginal, wear her Picture at my Heart « Make that one ſingle” Thought my whole 
Cordial of Life : Carry her Memory to my Crutch and my Grave, and tell the 
Fools of the World, there's one Woman worth dying for. 

Fr, W. Here's your Amadis de Gat, your Lover in Heroicks / Oh Palmerin, 
Paimerin, how cheaply doſt 'thou- farniſh -out thy Table of Love ? Canſt Feed 
vpon a Thought ;' Live upon Hopes; Feaſt upon a 'Look z/ Fatten upon a Smile ; 
and Surfeic and Dye upon -a Kifs ! : Whar a Cameleon Lover is a Platonick ? 

Pal. Well Sir, as you have ſpread my Platonick Table : Shall 1 ſpread your 
Libertine one ? | 

Fr. W. With all my Heart. 

- "Pal, \n the firſt Place, then : A Canine Appetite to prepare your Digeſtion : 
Bawds, Panders and Pimps, your Cooks and your Caterers. 

Paint, .Patch and Infamy , your whole Bill of Fare: 

The Goat and the Satyr, to ſet out the Feaſt : 

The Surgeon and *Pothecary, to bring in the D"uſert : 

And Death and the Devil, to-ſweep off the Fragments. 

N.'St. Did not 1 tell you he'd be too hard for you ? 

Fr. W. Ay, Pox on him. But come— to the Play Ned, to the Play, -[Ex. 

N. St. Ay, Sir; we'll follow yon.—Palmerin, | havea little Melancholy News 
for you; there's a new Rival ſetting up : You ſhall have the whole Story as we 
walk to the Play. 

Pal. More perſecuting Stars ! more Enemies to Combat / 

N. St. No Palmerin, more Enemies to Conquer, 

Let thy great Cauſe thy drooping Courage Cheer. * 

Whilſt Love and Truth, thy Champions do appear, ' © 

Thy feeble Foes, are all not worth a Fear. [Exeunt, 

The Flat-Scene draws, and diſcovers Three grand Arches of Clouds 
extending to the Roof of the Houſe, terminated with a Proſpett of 

Cloud-work, all fill'd- with the.: Figures of Fames and Cuprids ; a 

Circular part of the back Clouds rolls ſoftly away, and gradually dif- 

covers a Silver 'Moon, near Fourteen-Foot Diameter: After which, 

the Silver Moon wanes off. by degrees, and diſcovers the World 
within, conſiſting of Four grand Circles of Clouds, illuſtrated with 

Capids, &c, . 'T'welye golden Chariots are ſeen riding in; the'Clouds, 

fld with Twelve "Children, ' repreſeriting>the "Twelve :Celettial 

Signs. The Third Arch intirely rolling away, leaves the full Profpett 

tere 
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terminating with a large G—_— of Woods, Waters, Towns, &c; 


Enter Cynthia's Train, ; being, 


Chor. 


wenty,Singers, -and other Retinue. 
of Mlbck 


The following Piece 1s Sung. 


Compoſed by Mr. Jeremy Clark. 


Ithin this happy World above, | ' 
The Realms of Innocence and Love, 
( Love with bus Rofy Chaplets crown'd) 


Eternal 00s round, 
Dyvine Aftres liter flew, 

To Cynthia*s brighter Throne : 
She left the Iron World btlow, ' 

To bleſs the Silver Adoon. | 


Divine Aſtreg—— 


Sound ſound the Trumpeti, ſound 
Fair Cynthia's Name, 

h all the heavenly Round, 
So vait ber Empire and ſo loud her Fame, 
Sound that proud triumphant Name, 
Sound, ſound, for ever ſound, 


Soft Peace on Earth ſo rarely ſhows ber Head; 

Scarce ſound within the Bridal Bed.” 

We know no Diſcords, know no Fars, 

Unleſs the gentle amorow Wars : 

We fear no Shafts but thoſe that fly 

From Phyllis, or from Celia's Eye ; & 
Nor Death, but when in melting Charms we die. 


Whilit thus our calmer Pleaſures flow; 


" What Storms diſturb the Globe below ? 


Chor. 


Tempeſts rattle, 
— Blood and Batile, 
Fire and Ruin, War and Thunder, 
Tear the lower 1/orld aſunder. 


Tempeſt s rattle ——— 


A Dance of Four Swans. , To them enter Five green Men, upon whach . 
the Swans take Wing and fly up into the Heavens. The green Men 


dance ; which concludes the A 


ACT 


LS 


a .,_ . 
EET TL 
Enter Palmeria «nd Jaciatha. 


Pal, A N D has thy cruel Fatber then defga%d thee. | 7 
For the Embraces of Sir Dotrere! Fondlove? 8  / 
Ja Even ſo; my Fathers Stirs heve ſo decreed me- 
Sir DotrrePs honourable Bride and Lady. 
Pal. His Bride ! His Sacrifice. Thy Virgin Sweets 
A Garland for a Tomb! | M4; 
Nay, cou'd thy barbarous Father find no-Rivel 
To the loſt Palmerin, but that vile Earthmole ? 
The Tyrant Lord of all my ruin'd Fortunes, 
By the curſt Riots of my Elder Brother, 
Swallow'd and gorg'd by that —_— Cormorant ! 
Je«c. What frighten'd at a Shadow, ſuch a Rival, 
A = — Muckworm Wretch, fit only _ 
T aftront and loath, and tread beneath-my Scorn ? 
Pal. Oh, thou'rt all Angel-Goodne(s ! 
Fas. No, Palmerin, ; j 
Look in my Face, and mark if thou canſt find 
One Spark in theſe young Eyes, fit for a Taper 
Tolight a grunting doatingFool to Bed |! 
Plant my young NeQarns at that eold North-wall, Sir Dortrel. No, 
| am for the warmer Snnny-ſide of Love: 
One young Palmerin's worth twenty old Sir Dattret's. 
Pal. W hat can 1 do to merit all this Love ? 
Jac, What have we done to merit this hard Fate ? 
When all theſe Jouring Clouds hang ore our Joys ? 
I dare not take thee to my Arms. To marry 
Without my Fathers leave, that were to lay 
My ruin'd Fortunes lower than my Palmer's ; 
And turn us naked forth to all the Sufferings 
Of bleeding Want and Miſery. 
Pal, Oh Love ! to what 
Hard Bondage art thou ty'd ? That divine Paſſion, 
The riobleſt Spark of Heav®n, and yet a Slave to Dirt ; 


& - 


When Earth and Muck reign Tyrants o're thy Fate, a 


But if no Weight but that vile worldly Drofs 


\Can.only turn thy Ballance z why, ob why, 
Are all thoſe pouring Show*rs of ſmiling F 


The blind Inheritarice of Slaves and Villains; 
Whilſt poor | groan beneath my niggard-Stars? 7 
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Fac. Come Palmerin, ne're cn; but truſt to Wit : 
And Induſtry to mend our laſing Hand ! | 
Fortune drops down to Fools, but wiſe Men climb up to Fortune. 
But this kind Viſit muſt be ſhort: For if 
My Father ſhould return and find you here, 
Then lam loſt: For Locks and Keys, and Jailours, 
Would then be all my Portion ! 
Pal, But, dear Madam, : 
[ have had a lucky Thought, Pl] inſtantly 
Transform my ſelf into a Valet de Chambre, 
Screw me into Sir DoetrePs Favour ; and, if poſſible, 
Get me entertain'd his Servanr. Fac. Excellefit ! 
Pal. By this means, thus diſguis'd, and in his Service, 
I ſhall have all th Acceſs to my Facine 
Jac. And all the Opportunities to join 
Our Heads and Plots to blow the doating Fool up. 
Emer Servant, 
Serv. Madam, your Father, and Sir Dortrel Fondlove — 
Jac. What ſays the Girl ? 
Serv. Are both juſt at the Door. 
Fac, Make haſte and lip out at the back Gate. 
Pail. The guardian Pow'rs of Truth and Love prote& thee. LExit. 
Jac. The Pow'rs of Wit and Wonrfn : 1 have occaſion * 
For their ProteRtion now. 


Enter My. Deputy, «nd Sir Dottrel. 
My. Dep. Well San (for fo I'll call you) 
You have my free Conſent to wed my Daughter. 
Sir Doe. 1 am the happieſt Man. 
Mr. Dep. If ſhe can make ye ſo- 
Daughter, you ſee your Husband. 
Jac, Bleſs my Eye-ſight. [ Aſide, 
Ar. Dep Once more [ bid you think of being a Lady —  ; 
Fac. To that fuſty of Knighthood. Honour $ Aſide 
And old Bones, a 
Av, Dep. 1 need ſay no more. 
You know my Pleaſure, and your own beſt Choice : ws 
As you embrace his Love, you ſhall have mine. 
Fac. Sir, 1 was born all yours : My Hand and Heart thea 
Muſt be no lefs than part of my Obedience. 
Ar. Dep. Well ; fayſt well—Sir Dotrrel, may I venture 
To truſt my Da with ;—rweg—w 
Jac. By my V » © e Venture 
He looks io like a 7.oquin 3 fie 
Sir Dor. Venture me !-—— Ay Sir, ne're fear me z 1 ſhall be ſo tender of her ; 
Uſe her ſo very gently. - i 
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. That 1'Il ſwear for thee. Drpuy 
Fo Dot, Madam ! Le) Jae. Sir! On ; 


Sir Dor. Your Pather gives ne leave to tell you——— - Fac. News, Sir ? 


Sir Dct. News, Chicken! Ay, and 1 no unwelcome 
That the rich Alderatan, Sir Datel Pranlore _—_ 
Is fair Facintha"s paſſionate humble Servant, 


I muſt confeſs 1 am ſorry 

Fac. That I am his Daughter ? 

Sir Dor. Sorry, you are his Danghter ! 

Jac. Ay, all the Reaſon in the World, It had been 
Much happier for me to have been his great Grand-mother : 
To have been ſo much worthier of ſuch 
A reverend humble Servant as Sir Dorrrel. 

Sir Dot. You are pleas'd to be merry, ſweet Lady. 

Fac, Nvt over- merry, Sir, in ſuch dull Company. 

Sir Dot. Nay, Chicken, be not angty at the Matter : 

I mean all honourable, to make a Wife of thee. 

Jac. A Wife! A Crutch, a quilted Cap, and Cawdle / 

Sir Dot. How's this ? 

Fac. Thy mouldy Chops water at Wedlock ! 

Turn o're thy Bills, thy Bonds, and Judgments : 

Thy Statutes, and thy Mortgages, old Mammon : 

They are better Reading for thy old SpeQacles 

Than Matrimony. And if *tis poſſible for an old Uſurer 
To hope for Salvation, and ſham the Devil, 

Build Alms-houſes, old Thirty per Cerner, and then die, 
And ſleep with thy Fore-fathers, if ever thon hadſt any : 
For by thy Looks, thon might'ſt be Ade»%'s Elder Brother. 

Sir Dor. Oh the Vengeance! What's all this ! Why 'tis I, Child: 
Sir Dottrel ; the Man that mult love thee, 

And marry thee, and make a Lady of thee. 

Fac. Yes, thou ſhalt marry me: But if thoudoſt ; 
By this good Light, ff make a Monſter of thee 
Thy very WOO ; and graft thy Forehead, 
With ſuch a pair of terrible Brow-antlers, 

That both thy ——_— ſhall not be large enough 
To make a Night-cap for thee. 

Sir Dot. Oh my Ears! my Eyes ! my Senſes ! 

Fac. And then when I have marry'd thee, and reign. 
The Soveraign Miſtreſs of thy Cheſts and Coffers, 

And keep the Keys of all thy hoarded Muck, 

PII ſet thy Gold a flying. By this Hand, 

11 put up thy whole Bags toan Inch of Candle ;. 
Theirs and thy Snuff both to drop ont together. 

Sir' Dot, Why, thon Termagant, | 
All this to a Man of Five thouſand a Year! 
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Jac. All in dirty Acres! Ay, that I'want, Sir. 
Do you find Acres, and I'll find you Heirs for 'em : 
For if there be | 
One hungry younger Brother in Three Kingdoms, 
One keen ſtomack'd Captain in the whole Army, 

Or one kind Cuckold meker in both the Play-houſes ; 
Thou ſhalt have Sons and Daughters, Heirs and grand Heirs, 
But no more Kin to Thee, then thou're to Honelly 
Sir Dor. Oh intolerable! This is beyond all mortal Patience. 
But doſt thou think if I were marry'd to thee, 
That I'd live to bear all this ? 

Fac. Live! No; thou wouldſt not have the Impydence to think of Living, 

Live ! why Id break thy Heart in the firſt Fortnight. 
Thon ſhonldſt nor@ve our half the Hony moon. 

Nay, I'd beſpeak the very Penny-pot Poets that writ 

Thy Fpithalamium, for the Rhime-Boggrel for thy Elegy ; 
And ſet by the whole Remnants of thy Wedding-dinner, 
For Hot ſuppings at thy Funeral. 

Sir Dot. Oh the Devil! , 

Fac, Thy old Bones in my young Bonds of Matrimony, and live! 
Thou ſhouldſt no more hope to live than a Fiſhin a Bird- cage. 
Nay, if neither hard Meat, cold Comfort, watm Cuckoldom, 
Nor nothing elſe would diſpatch thee ; 

I'd keep open Houſe to all the Beans in the Town, 
And choak thee with Powder and Eſſences. 

Sir Dor. Why thou impudent Harlotry young Gypſey, doſt thou know 
Who 1 am, and what 1 am, that thou uſeſt me thus unmercifully ? 

Fac. Know who and what thou art ! Why, 111 tell thee what thou art. 

Thou art a Load of Diſeaſes ; as Crazy as thy Underſtanding 3 
As Deaf as thy Charity; As blind as thy Ignorance ; 

As Mouldy as thy Prayer-books, as cold as thy Religion : 

» As Ruſty as thy Coffers, and as Rotten as thy Conſcience ! 
Thovu'rt a Scarecrow to Fleſhand Blood ; an Antidote to Love : 
Haſt been dead to Womankind theſe Fifty Years, 

Bury'd in Searclothand Flannel Threeſcore, 

And cheated the Worms and the Devil a whole Hundred. 

Does thy Cozening Lawyer waot a AMemento Mori ? 

The Scrivener dried Parchment for thy Mortgages ? 

Thy Surgeon want a Skeleton ? thy *Pothecary a Mummy ? 
And thy Brother Belzebab a Broker's Shop ? 

Thy Lumber- houſe of Antiquity would farniſh *em all, 

Sir Doe. 1 can hold no longer — Why Sir — Mr. Deputy —— Where are 
nr——_— to my Deliverance — I ſhall be Murder'd—1 ſhall be Raviſt'd. 
I | | 

- 1516 Tt, 1 
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Mr. Dep. Why, what's the Matter here ? 
C 2 Sir 


(12) 

Sir Dot, The Matter ! Never was poor Man ſo abuſed as 1 have been. 

Mr. Dep. Who has abuſed you ? | 
- Sir Dot. Who! that young Proſerpine, that Satan in High-toppings, that She» 
Devil in Petticoats. 

Mr. Dep. Who; my Daughter ? 

Sir Dot, Ay, your Daughter ; if ſhe be your Daughter. 

Mr. Dep. If ſhe be my Danghter ! 

Sir Dor. Ay, if ſhe be! For if the great Whore-maſter General, the old 
Serpent, did not wriggle himſelf to Bed to her Mother ; and did not get that 
She-Cockatrice for you ; but ſhe is your own true natural Fleſh and Blood : Then 


1 do tell you that wicked, that ungodly, that audacious Daughter of yours has 
uſed me ſo barbaroully 


Mr. Dep. How barbarouſly ? 

Sir Dot, Why ſhe has faln upon me as unmercifully, as a whole Army of 
bloody Pilgrims and black Bills z has called me as many {A bo old Rogues, as 
there are hard Names in a Welch Pedigree @ And that if | marry her, ſhe ſwears, 
That ſhe'll lie with all rhe young Fellows within the Four Seas, by Land and by 
Water, till ſhe has grafted me a pair of Horns, udsbud, like the Popes Crown, 
Three Stories high. 

Mr. Dep. And has my Daughter ſay you-— 

Jac. Not one Word of all this | was a telling him, how ſome young 
Huſſeys would uſe a reverend old Gentleman to their Husband : A parcel of mad 
wild Gilflirts, - that like nothing but Boys and Beaus, and Powder and Paint, 
and Fool and Feather. But for me, 1 that had been bred up in a ſober Family, 
the Daughter of a worthy"grave Citizen; 1 was for no Husband but Sir Dot- 
rrell ;, a Perſon of his bonourable Years and CharaQter : That his Age might be 
a Guide to my Youth: His Wiſdom to my Folly ; his Gravity to my Vanity. 
I told him, how I ſhon!d love him and cheri/h him ; make his Spoon-meats, ſu- 
gar his Caudles, be his Lady, his Maid, and his Nurſe : Warm his. Bed, creep 
to his Arms, ſleep in his Boſom;z and make him the lovingeſt, the kindeſt, and 
the fondeſt Wife in the whole World. 

Sir Dor. Oh Impudence/ Impudence. Impudence ! Why did'ſt thou ay one, 
word or all this Gibberiſh ? 

Jac. No: But 1 was going to ſay it all; only you had not the Patience to 
ſtay to hear me. 

Sir Dot: Patience, in the DeviPs Name / N tt. 

. Younavghty Man, you / 1 was juſt opening my kind Lips with all t 
i... a Breath - Love, to fay a thouſand des kindeſt Things —— But 
yon——To ſtop my Mouth , to ſhut your Ears, and run .away from me! To 
tell my Father all this barbarous Tale, of the poor innocent jacinha / 

Sir. Dot. Avaunt Satan! Take away thy Cloven Foot, and give me Air : 
Thy Breath*s all- Charcoal and Brimſtone ; and Mercy, Mercy ; fave me, fave 
me, ſave me ! Ext. | 

Mr. Dep. Come, my young Gypſey, all this Mask of Innocence ſhan't ſerve 
your turn. Iam afraid —— 

Tac. Of nothing but a Shadow. 


Als. 


: 
. : 
! 


(13) 
Mr, -— x How ! All this hideous Ovt-cry but « Shadow ? 
Fac. 'Tis all a meer Miſtake. Atv. Dep. Miſtake! 
Fac, — but a Miſtake, Can I find young Ears to his old Head, or 
mend his crazy IntelleQs ? 
Mr. Dep. Come, my young Minx, as you expe my Bleſſing, or hope t'enjo 
one Rag of my Eſtate, mend this bad doralags-werk MR ” CExiz 
Fac, May I never hope to be a Lady, — 
Well, 1 will blow this Fool up, if my Mines 
Do butſtand faſt. "Tis true, 'tis not ſo honourable 
To jilt him as | do——Caanl1 jilt him? 
No, 'tis impoſſible : When old dry Bones 
Would match with young warm Veins, I only ſtand 
Upon = lawful Guard ;z my brisk Nineteen 
To jilt his Ninety nine, no Fault can be : 
No; 'tis his Ninety nine that would jilt me. Exit. 


The Scene the World in the Moon. 


Enter Wildblood, Ned Stanmore «ud Tom. Joe Hayns meets *em.. 


Fr. W. My old Friend Joe /' 

N. $t. Noble Count Hayns ! 

Hayni, My worthy Patroons, * x 

Fr. W. Well, how goes the World, honeſt Fortune-teller ? 

Hayns, Dully, heavily, Gentlemen ! "Tts a baſe World, 2 poor undone 
World. In ſhort, betwixt Plots, Wars- and ry, it has been cramp'd, 

lagu'd and pox'd; and is now going into a high e of Phiſick, a General 

ce, to Flax, grow ſober, and live honeſt. 

N. St. Nay, now thou talkſt like a Coſmographer. 

Hayns, Look ye, Sir, | treat the World as the World treats me ; no Lork 
loſt between us. 

Fr. W. Well, Joe, we'll let the great Stage, the World, alone, torubon ; 
and talk of the little Stage, the Play-houſe here : Prithee, when does the Re» 
hearſal begin ? _— = 

H Oh preſently, Gentlemen; preſently. 

Ne. But what's the Reaſon we do not fee thee in thy Pontifical Robes ? 
Haſt thou no Part in this Opera ? 

Hayns, | a Part in an Opera ! What an Suga a Cupid, a King Oberon ! 

Tom. ftares him in the Face. 
Who have we here ? Does he belong to you ? 
Fr. W. A ſmall Tenant of mine——Prithee Joe give him a Caſt of thy. 
aq « ack ando Seignioro ; moſt noble Squire, | 
, Say you fo Illuſtro, greando Seignioro ; mo vire, Iam 
your raed bumble Servant. 

Tom. Squire ! what does the Man mean ? Zooks, do I look like a Squire? 
why, I am Tom, Dawkins, the Farmer's Son of Buckingham. —— 
ye Fool, is his Worſhip my Lgadlord. iy » 
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Hayns, Cry you Mercy, ſweet Sir, 

Fr. W. Hark ye, Joe; Prithee manage this Conntry-blockhead a little, Canſt 
not thou mount him into a Machine, or drop him into a Trap ? 

N. $t. Ay, Foe; thou haſt had a rare Hand at that ſort of Management : Some 
of thy Legerdemain would do rarely. A little Farce to your Opera, will make 
the Rehearſal better than the Play. 

Hains, Enough, Gentlemen ; I have my Inftruftions —— But h'ſt, the Mu- 
ſick's juſt begianing, CExit. 


Wildblood and Stanmore ſit on the Stage, whili# the Entertainment i per- 
forwd;, Tom. ſtanding behind *em. 


”uring a Symphony of Muſick, a Palace of Cynthia, near T wenty Foot 
{-h, appears within the Clouds; ſupported upon Twelve Pillars 
of La'is Lazari;- fluted with golden Darts, ſhafted and plumed with 
Silver ; the Capitals, Baſes, and all the Enrichment of the Root and 
the Etableture of Silver. 


Enter the Court of Cynthia. 


The Entertainment Compoſed by My. Daniel Purcel. 


ome all you Nymphs of Cynthia*s Train 

That trcad, Fug md tr ag ; 
That melt your Hours, 
And tune your Loves, 
In roſy Bow'rs, 
Immortal Groves : 

Come all, come all, come all, and join, 
In ſome new Ayrs divine. 


Nymphs. Me come, we come ;, we need no more. 
Then ſee that ever-ſoveraign Pow'r, 
Our bended K nees adore. 


Chor. We come, &c. 


To Cynthia then our Homage pay, 
And dedicate th" eternal Day : 

Her Praiſes move the heavenly Round, 
Her Soug with Jo Pzans crown'd, 

Up to ber Brother's Throne ſhall ſound. 


Chor. Her Praiſes, &c. 


A Dance of Eight Figures. 
The 


A Dialogue between Mr. Leveredge and Mrs. Croſs. 
Mr. Leveredge. 


Mr:, Croſs. 


Leveredge. 


Croſs. 
Leveredge. 
Croſs. 


Leveredege. 
Croſs. 


Leveredge. 


Croſs, 
Leveredge. 
Crofs. 


Leveredge. 
Croſs. 
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N all our Cynthia": ſhining Sphere 
I Aehinks the fabel Ferret ten” 
, lovely Thing , what art thou ? 
ox Si, from 2m below, 
I once was mortal Fleſh and 
And ſcarce my Beauties Bloom diſplay'd, 
I dropt a tender Virgin-b 
I play'd the Fool and dy d a Maid : 
For which the Gods have ſent me bere, 
T's ſhine 4 Star in Cynthia's Sphere. 
So fair 4 Face 
In a World fo baſe, 
Tet die a Maid ! 
A very, Maid ! 
Hide « —_ what you ſay. 
A pure, pure Maid ; 
A pure, pure Maid. 
Are you ſure you don't lie ? 
A pure, pure Maid, and I'll tell you why, 
The Truth that I tell will plainly be ſeen, 
For I dyd ſo very » not full Thirteen. 
Do you think I wou'd deceive ye ? 
No, & L I believe ye, be | 
That W: in an Azt once be ſeen ; 
Med noe ful Thirteen, 
But were you to lyve Life ore again ; 


Oh what wou'd you dv, what wow'd you de then ? 


I am very much afraid, 
You wou'd ftill die a Maid ; 


Keep your ſweet Virgin- Innocence all wiſhaken ;, 


I fear you'd die « Maid. 

I fear youre miſtakes. 

How, not die a Maid ? 

No, no, mot I 
Not die a Maid, and I'll tell you why. 
Theſe Eyes I am ſure were for Love deſign'd, 


And theſe Charms they were lent me to bleſs Mankind. 


Then ſhall I die a Maid ? 

Oh no, no, no, 

T hope you have more more Wit than ſo, 
I am ſure 1 bave more more Wit than ſo. 


[Exexnt Cynthia's Court, &c. 


EI In ne nt cons 
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Fr. , Well, Tenant, how doſt thou like all this ? 

Tom. Rarely Sir, rarely! Well, 1 have heard of your Crownations, but 
never ſaw one before. 

N. St. And now you have ſeen a Crownation, what do you think on't? 

Tom. Think! Oh Lord, Sir, I never Thought in my Life ; =o. 
with Conſidering. And, let me tell you, as one wiſe Man may ſay to , 
Gadſooks, Squire, that Harlotry Counteſs, that little ſinging Queea there, were 
ſhe but rwo Heads higher, three Quarters more in the Waiſt, and but half 
plump as my Mother, to fill an Elbow-Chair, and crack a Down bed ; udsbud 
jhe'd make a Wife for a High Conſtable. 


' Enter Hayns, and a Man carrying a Wig, Hat, Suit of fine Cloths, &c. 


Hayns, Oh Gentlemen ! what have you done? 
Fr. IV, Why, what's the Matter? 


Hayns, Deſtroy'd and rvin'd us! N. St. Heav*n forbid, Sir ! 
Hayns, Brought this young Stranger here, this lowly Stranger ; that Face, 
thoſe Eyes, to ſteal our Princeſs Heart. Tom. Who me ! 


Hayns, Oh Gentlemen! our Queen, our poor dear Queen, ſhe ſighs, ſhe 
dies, and all for this ſweer Face. 

Tom. For Tom. Dawkins ? 

Hayns, Ay Sir, who are. you? ſay; what Lord? what Hero ? what Prince 
diſguiſed ? | 

om. 1 a Prince! my Mother keeps a Garden, Sir, and ſells Carrets. 

Hayns, How Sir ! no Prince ? 

Tom. Prince, Sir ! why 1 am a Cow-keeper. 

Heinz. Well, if you are no Prince, 1 muſt make you one. 


Tom. Olo! [//V hips a Hat and Feather upon his Head. 
' Hayns, But quick ; uncaſe, diſmantle; and come Dreſs, Rig, Robe, Sparkle, 
Shine, Sir. Tom, All this for me ? F 


Hayns, Ask no Queſtions before Supper. —_— bim in 4 lac'd Coat, &c. 
Now, noble Sir, lead on; appear in Glory : 
Look like your ſelf ; and drive the World before ye. 
Bear up your Head ; ſtrut, ſwagger, cock ; look high : 
For ſuch a Queen ———— 
Tom. Oh Landlord ! whoam 1? | [Exeunt, 


ACT. 
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4 SCENE Mr, Depary's Houſe, © m 


Enrer $# Dittrel land Palmieri, naw calPd Stiackarel, Sir DottrePs Man: 
Palmerin advances haif "y roſs the Stage, with a Candle before bis Maſter.” 


Sir Dor. y this Witch muſt wot mag boy er on ene ne 
now can no more forbear ronoing to this fair lev, than a 
into the Mouth of a Rattle: ſnake ; for I muſt ſee-her again. *Tis-rrue, 
af of the lateſt tq make Viſits at this time of Night ; and yet who knows 
but i Eng, xc empingaine to ſpeak Senſe, as young Sterlings 
to ta 
Pal. One the rareſt 
Sir Dos. Hal what's the Matter 7 
Pal. Only yonder's your Miſtreſs, all in Darkneſs, alone in her Cloſet, upoa 
her Knees, at Pray'rs, Sir. 
# Sir Doe. At Pray's | why; has ſhe the Confidence to look Heav'n in the Face, 
after this Mornings wickednefs——But take away the Candle, Sirrah ; and lip 


itt the next Room —— 

Pal. Why what are you going to do ? I hope your Worſhip will not be ſo rude, 
as to diſturb her Devotion. 

Sir Det. No —_ Woul will be ſo'rude, 25's liſten to ber Devotion. 
And io get you gone, you Raſta [Exit Palmerin with the Candle. ] Now 
will 1 fteal to ber Cloſet-door, and hear what kind of Pray'rs ſhe'rmakes ; for by 


the number of her fins, * bere will be a ſs _—_ 
old Ears don't fail me——— 
rYOarns, and fre 
furtheft Door, ' bs emring. > 
Sir Det, bo marry ar for Devean Che 2 
Fac. | have laugh'd till my Sides ake! Suck an [Smiling. 
Sir Dor. 'Ha! Pal. Such a Cudden of Fourſcore ? [Smiling 
Sir Det. Death and Goblins ! what's here ? Fe X 
Jac, Such a Tool of-a;Husbend:! [Smiling. | "s 45. 50 


Pal. Snch an Animal for a City Monſter! : 
Sir Dat.” Prayr's | in the Devils Name, 
Pal. And wile thou make a teverend Dormouſe of him, to ſleep, rect *]y 
and ſnorez whilſt we embrace, and ſport and toy — 
Jae. Sleep, while we-embrice} ſleep ! no, he al veakeand fee it all 
good, Night, (ne fin tht ca ra Bal, thr be al lock the Dor 
hold the Candle, and hi ob 29a Jt 


Sir Dot. Shall he &o, 
Fae, Such a contented Monſter, RO him a new pair of Spetizcles to 


ſee how cloſe we Kiſs to ogetners nay, hang my whole Bed-chamber like a Beav's 
Dreflag-room, 8 all __  Looking-glaſſesy to ſee how his Horas become 
_ him» 


feited in Pleaſure. _ Bux Love, come. to_my- Army 0, 
Vw 0 $05? aa all ons Po 


t Hoecncles nd Belirhd 


(18) 


Sir Dot, Jilrs, Traytors ———But I'Micontain my ſelf, One Minutes Patience 
more z. and then, my Brace of Firebrands — 
Jac. Oh we havE melted inten thouſand Raptures, diſſolv'd in Bliſs, 9 fov- 


IW be kinder-than the 'orh' Suq ; © throw Boſom and wy 
Charms, to thy warm Joys. 

Pal. My Lite, my Soul, my Heaven. [Kiſſing each their own Hand. 

. Sir Des. Before wy Face! nay then=—Whores Rognes, Witches ! have 1 
caught ye?” ; [Running to ſtize hits, but catches ber, 

' Jor.. 1,tm betray'$ aud roin'd =—+—Fly; my Dear ;' leap 6ut oth” Window, 
climb up the Chimney z fave, ſave 'my Honour: 1 would not have'my Father ſee 
you for ten thouſand Worlds. | [#oiding bim faft, with one Hand cr0ſ; ble Afouth. 

Sir, Dve.. Help, Murder Treaſon ; ſtop, ſtop Thief, 

Fac. Stop your bawling Throat. 


furry [ Re-enter Palaterin! with & Candle, Sindh fe 6h bj Fn 
Pal. Did you call, Sir ? 
Sir Dot: Call, Raſcal !! AY; where were you, you Dog, that you came no 


ſooner ? 12-39: LAQ 
: nt Mr; Deputy.” 


t Devil, and all the little Devils- 


Barly-break. 
_$ir:Dot.\ * Her Os the miok Tribe — md 
Roguedom, and- Horndom 2 CREE NETIS mms Fr 
zlmoſt trek medeaf; blind end Yumb. | 

Mr. Dep.. What do you mein, Sir ? 

Six Dor. Mean ? Sonntag, mare # youag Belwogger, dry He- Rnget, 
ws My Davghter ? ic With ! & 2 

Mr. Dep. My Daughter 3 * 94 we icoT ©1142 - 

Sir Dot. With thee -—thou Imp of Sdtan'} 7 200 LENA 0 008 abs 

Fac. All this to me; 10 me, -t barbarous Mag... Oh Sir, believe him 06; 
a1} meer wild DiſtraQtion. Alas Sir 1 was on my bonded Knees to Heaven 

Sir Dot. Heavin! Olo, Heav's! 

Fac. With all my 'kindeſt Prey'rs, to mike ne bleſt ſw dear Sir Doerrebs Arms ; 
beſeeching'/althe Pow'rs of Love to! crown our naptiat nA wh a faly ſweet 
Fire-ſfide, all ww been 2 his own dear Pituresy þ as their Father, 
and virtuous as 
Sir Lot. Ooh ——— [Groaning. 


Fac, 
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Jae. All the true Patterns of my own ſweet Innocence——And baſe, falſe Man, 
is this th' onkind Return— | | rune 

Sir Der, Oh Sir, 'Sir ; never was fach a hideous” Pack of all Romance, Cheats, 
Villaoy; as I #m an Alderman, an honourable Merchant of the City, that 
never told Lie in my whole Life (except at the Change or Coſtom-beuſe +) 1 
tell yoo, Sir, once more, here was a Raſcal bere, a young Raſcal, and a Ram- 
pant Raſcal; [ heard "= caught him, nay and had feiz'd' him coo, but that - 
young Traitreſs my Face, took me by the Throat, Ropt my Moyth— 
| her young Ruffain leap out oth' Window, climb the Chimay — 
Te. Ob, my chaſte Ears! | | 


| - , 

Mr. 3 Sir Doctrel, 1 arm aſhamed of you, Lerp,put oth” Window, dimb 
the Chimnys when my Windows are lock'd 2nd bolted, and I have rhe Keys in 
my Pocket. My Chimney's all Iron-grated, ſcarce room fer a Swallow '£ Neſt 2 
My Doors all barr'd and chain'd; and a Man in my Nouſe, at this time of .Nig 
without my Knowledge, when I have ten thouſand Pound in Gold and Jena 
by me ? Oy fye, Sir /, fye; you make me bloſh for you, - 
' Sir Dot. you all conſpire againſt me ? I have Witneſſes; Ill prove what 1 
have aid. . Here's my Man ſhall ſwear it all——Come, Sicrab, upon 
the Oath you have taken, do yau know the Priſoner at the Bar? + 

Pal. Yes, very well. 

Sir Dor. Were not you all the while in the next Room by her ? 
Pal. | was, Sir. 

- $8ir Der. And you heard all ? 

Pal. Heard | what Sir ? 

Sir Dor. Heard what Sir ? Why her Prayers, (as ſhe calls *'em) her Witches 
Litany, that ſhe and her youn Mephrflopbii were conjuring together. 

Pal. Conjuring and ifFophilus ! Mercy upon us ; what do you mean ? 

Si Dot; Mean ! why did you hear nothing ? 
; Pal, Not a Syllable. Sir Dor, How, Sirrah ? 

. Pal. 1 hear! Alas, Sir, what had 1 to do hear ? I was bred more a Gentleman 
and have better Manners than to be an Eveſ-dropper. FTIR 

Sir Dot. A plague o? your Gentility. But Sirrah, | Raſcal, Hang-dog, where 
agy Fars, you Scoundrel ? *T was impoflible but you muſt hear her — 

Pal. Not one word, Sir.——Alas, Sir, 1 was at my own Pray*rsz and had 


more ſeriaus Meditations of my own, than to liſten-tobers. + _ __ 
Ay, now . you ſee my {nnocence appears, when his own Wirtnelles con- 


Jac, AY, 
ton is Food, Nay, Sir, juſt ſuch another falſe Alarm, was bis hat 'hide- 
- Ads; Dep. All DiſtraQtion » my-dear Child, 'tis now t60 19147 
F 0 plaia. | 


. $8ir Dor. Sir,, 00/my Knees] fweur, 'in the great P | 23;199 
 J«c; Oby avearatew nes 0 Oo 1 1091419 Bitk 
- Sir Dor., All-} have ſaid is the-Truth, and the whole Truth; 'and- nothing but 


+ 
the Truth; ſo help mew Peay | 
Fac. Yet hold, Sir : Do you know the frightful Sin of Perjury ——— * 
1 would not have you Forſworn — 


D 2 Tac. 


(#0) 
as, Not for «en ng Sir Dottrel, though 
W. me ' barbarouſly, yet _ love you Sg hn well; % though you have 


Kindneſs for you, .then to Jet pow yur Ro ONE 

$i Det. Syren and Croc oy Nay wh you | Are not you 

a ouſter ? ro 

em eo of Yoke [Aſide tp bim, | 
I fearke has (at up too 


Sir Det. Do you hear that, Sir; you Ye all, 


Jac. Confeſſes! Las, goor Gentiemns, 1 py 
late, 6d wane of Nep Gabor ow Uh ly. Go, Sir Dorrrel, go home to Bed- 
and Reſt, To Morrow Morning you'll come and ak, me Pardon for your Folly ; 
and-1 am that natwr'd Thing! 1 v 1 yow, 1 ſhall forgive you all. 
a OW 0 orgive hint! no z "tis roo much Mercy z more than he has de- 
Jac, Nay, Sir, dont you be angry with him too, It is cxough I chide bim 
EL Donal nd Fath Jex.ahel and Lacif, Whores, 
_ er and Father er! Rogues, and 
Jilts 3 and all your Shams, Plots, Treaſons; your Race, your Family, your 
whole Generation, al to the Devil; and ſo good Night to you. 


Fac. Ay, do you hear him now ? Is this a Husband for your Jaetntha ? True, 
I could have lov'd bim, had be deſerv'd it : But ſuch hideous Jealoufies, ſuch 
Dreams, ſach wild Chimers's ; who can bear ow Er. 
Mr. Dep. No more, my Child, I own Pye been too blame; I'll be no more a 
Tyrant, but a Father. 
Zac. Nay, then you are al Deoiee. 
Exter Palmerin. 
Pal. Your Doors ate lockt, Sir, and we want your Hand, 
Mr. Dey. Yes, boneſt Shac Shackeret, I'll releaſe your mad Man. [Ex wich Pao. 
Jo So; 1 have conjur*d down th" old Hauntin *Devil, 
| And pow to raiſe the younger Sprights of 
Some magick Spell to circle in my Palmerin 
Safe in my Father's Heart, and in my Arms : 
'Tis that laſt Conjuration crowns my Charms. 


F 
0 
2, 


The Scene draws, 30d diſcovers a magpibcem Pall 
ven Ard Jr 
A white twiſted Marb +; theC Ca EET circuled 
_—_ ons, - —— $55 why encich'd wich: 


and carved Flowers of Gold; the Viſto comaned | a 
of 'Dorick Pillars of Egyptian Marble, ' 


phal Arch. 
[i N Emter 


C.? 


Enter Tom: like « Bras, TEIN RI, En. 


Fr. W. ay $0, iy Tov are th 
N. Se. Ay, Sir, 'uis Cabs 


Tom.” And does this 1  ESIISSSS 


Lo = ; make a litthe 
Log $n ve you 4m a little Emperor 
Hayns, Plhaw te. as; eter beam —- ket me 


| an Fg 
what will ſhe make ye ? — A, Great Mogul, a Crim Tartar, \Locd Mufti : 
the Devil and all, Sir. 


ſee 
Oh 


Tow. ; AF, ay Sis al EO, and the Devil and all too? 
Hayns, Ay, Fs af, Bir wy 

Tom. Limini great Fellow ſhall be! 

N, Se. Ay, xmas be w Fortune ſmiles upon ye. 


Fr.W. - FaoSom pare man | | 

Tom. Squire. dot be deunted, bear a Heart. I ſhall be a Great Gull, 
COPIES a Lord Monkey, and the il and all : But——you ſhall find 
me " 


Fr. W. Oh Sir, we thank you for this gracious Favour. 
N. St. We ſhall be proud to be your humble Servants. 


Tom, Servants ! —_ you talk on't, 3 ſhall want ſome ſuch ſort of paltry 
Fellows about me; and— let me ſee——Pll hayve——Squires to my Footmen, 


and Knights for my Pages ——And—— 
Fr. W. What ſhall we be ? 
Tom. Lords, Gentlemen; Lords. I'll make you two Lords. 


N. St. This is a Grace too great. | 
Tom. Lords, both Lords. What a ſwingiog great Fellow ſhall | be 


Hayn:s, —_— ſhe comes. 
Enter Cynthia's Train, 
Tom, Comes | 1 gad and fo ſhe does. ; 
The Muſick ſet by Mr. Daniel Purcal. 


Ooh round, look round;" and bere behold, 
Vo nn og pe Gs 
ig be 4s the bluſhing Mormn —_ 
Us Pa hike hes Heaves wich 
So nw Head it 
-; ut >a 
GO". lat” arreas We. 

To Up the Shi 


> 


-Thes Cynain' 
cen, ye empty 
Aſcend, 


(22) 
And now within ber _ * 
Wl cat fan by Parr op, 
And dance the jovial Hours away. | 


If airy Forms can dance the meaſure, 

We hicve ig brs can « ber ; 
For oh !- we i raiſe up frow belaw, 

That Thing of Air, they call «a BE AU. 


col 10 attend, 
orms, aſcend : 
ay Round, 


and dare 


Two BEAU's uriſe from under the Stage; to whom enter Two 


Young Ladies, and 


A Dialogue between Mrs. Croſs arid Mrs. Lucas. 


Atr:s. Croſs. 


Mrs, Lucas, What does the Cyearure ſay 


So fair 1 you freal my 


Mien, that Shaye, that Face, x (PO 


H dear, » you took ſo pay, 
Q fweet Sir out jog9 


f 


Croſs. Tote ſweer Eyes ſuch Charms I ſee, 


Lucas. 


tilt; 
Cn Thing The, Wea, 


_ 
7s 2 fs 


Croſs. - Hp xr OR me, 


Lucas. 


Croſs, 
Lucas, 
Croſs. 


Lucas. 


Croſs, 


My r Pains 
o- 6 oh Pr 4E you ſee, 


glean. 
The DO 

This too 
Ab Cruel ! cart you ſee me die ? 
by fe my Vial. 
gh if 1 c ug ny res 


#» Joy by ore, Teo Kew, he 


my Glaſs my Joy. 


Croſs. 


Nay, now ve done. 


Lucas. dept parry rt 4; 
Tok ſhould come on - 
Croſs, Het orandy x; Dr "es Crathire vs Tis 
om, . 


hr 5 9 | 

Tem: Gotie ! Gohe ! andnot fald ooe'word 
Haji, Oh Lord, Sir, hg {obs oF by pri and will be - 
lone, in boA oe Ares, Sir, your 


here again in the turning 0 Fane ance all love 


[Enter 4 Player wn tipo: 6. 
-  Hayns, Sir, ne ES Wi 2 bile 
Kennel at her Heels, all opon the Hunt 94d mane + 
Fr, W. Oh prichee Foe let her in—Here will ch a comical Greeting be- 
twixt the Cub and the Dam, to ſee her Baboon ſd ſparkified. if fpat 
yw 1 


N. St. bo ena my bor ge Try Bur our Com 


all ; and therefore we'll march of him? a clear Stage, and © take the ples- 
ſure of behind the Curt —— Well, noble Prince, -our Compeny 


will but hi r your Joys in your dear pies 3 Arms z «nd therefore we'll hum- 


bly take ourveaves. 
Tom. Ay, ay troop Vermine, troop; our Queen and I muſt be private. A 
Queen |! a Lady ! a Priaceſs! Now ſhall I be the Devil knows what. 
[Exewnt Wildblood, Stanmore, and Hayns. 


4 Enter Mrs. Suſan. a 
S»ſ. Ha! my Conſin Tommy. What do 1 ſee? Ay, ay 
Tow, What a ſwinging great Fellow ſhall 1 be ? oe 


Exter Widow, and 4 Country-man. 
Saſ. Oh Ant, Annt! the rareſt fight : - 251d my Conſit Tommy as fine as 
a lirtle Prince; fo gay, —_ ſo prerty ; I row 'and ſwear it does me almoſt 
as much | Hasband, to ſee him look ſo ſweetly. - * 


Wid. Bleſs me, m 
Son ! Neighbour ! 1 gad chi may be the Sun in the Firmam:nt, by 


Countrym. 


the ſhining on't. 
Wid. My Boy ! 'tis impoſſible. 
Ss/: Nothing impoſſible ia this Town of Lo-doz Why, Iwas a ns oy 
a 


ſelf, no hehe ago than left Palentine's Doy, in my Lord Prettyman's 
Wid. Son ; ; Son T 
Tom,” Great Gull, a Gram Cartar; a Lord Monkey. 


Wid, Whar ſays the Bo Boy 7 
_ My Qneea, my ceſs; come to my Arms, my Arms, my little 


Gy 

re Ol Anat, Amt," 1' have found it out. -* May I never be Kifg'd be- 
tween ſleeping and waking, if 1 don't believe ſome great Lady is fala in Love 
with him. Wid. Lady! 

Suf. And, Bleſſing of her Heart, has arcſ him chas Fine, to make a Man of 


him 
Wd Make a Mn of my lafant!” \Merty upon is : what ſays the Wench ? 
Ay, ay, tis ſo : Undone, undone ! my Boy, my poor Boy —— 


what's the matter, Aunt 


Suſ. Why 
4. Oh Conlin, Coalin; foriewicked lewd Jezabel has debavch'd my paid 
my. - 


a 25 aki 
4 Wye fo Raſa ti nbier bie Wag.) Tem. O lo! 
WW Varlet, Villain, Scoundrel ; who the Devil's your Taylor ? wha 

4; Bully ? Bur Eredar, ar eng Livery. 

DEE Any 
a 


yours! Ay, 11favoor engeance. ON Godt, e, Neighbour, 
lend me your Hand. Come, ſtrip Vermis, ee ip; uncle alt acl 
| Sep rrh ark eral Chaths, 
; _ Tom. Help, murder; Thieves, Thieves ; Help, 

Wid. Ay, Bull, rears: Dkſt 7 my wy eval Forty good Pounds 
6 Yeu Ut rag, 3 dog pe PL 

ve, a Tor $ 'o Ca to the 

Brokers, and let your Whores hn Gary F (RF 

Tim, Rob'd, killd, murder'd Thieves, Thiteves z flop Thieves. 


Enter Wildblood and Stanmore. 
Fr. W. Whas's the Matter, here ? Wid. My Landlord ! 
_ Tom. Oh, Sir, ſhe has rob'd me ! Call a Jodpe, and carry her before a Con- 
ſtable 111 have her hang'd. _ 
mw - How, hang-your Mother ? 
y, hang her, Sir 3 ſhe's a Thief and a Witch, and s Crocadile, ſhe 
1d me, and me, and _— and thrown me into 
a Ditch: ſwear it all point. there be ever a Gal- 
lows in Forty Miles round, [Thang ber my 
Wid. Ay, Sir, do. you bear the Rebel ? Oh Landlord never.had poor Woman 
fock 2 raceleſ Brat. Look ye, Sir, is this Pound of Whore's Hair, and this 
ry, a Garb for honeſt Barnaby Dawkinss Son? Nay, have | bred 
hize-and Pfalrer 1 .. carried him to Church with metwice a 
Sf to. have bim debauch” he ted the Ger apd.« young Rogne roo, 
not full One and twenty: Ah,. Sir, follow my ſteps, 
he wonld never have ſtray'd thus wickenT.. 1-am ſure his | Mother was 
never debauch'd till many a fair Da after his Age.- To iny ſorrow, 1 ſaw al- 
moſt full Thy befare I could ſay Black's Black. But « young Rogue, to run 
sfter Jades, Trulls—— 

- Tom, Sluts —_— what my Princeſs! Do: you boar thts, Fr Bear 
witneſs, Gentlemen 3.111 ſwear High Treaſon agsinſt her 

N Se. Come, no more Noiſe ; ſhall be mended. 

Fr. W.. and. Widow, Il anſwer for your. Boy, and his- Honeſty : And ſo 
ive him his Cloaths again: They «re only a ſmall Token of my Favour. 
= "Ay, with all: my Heart,, and+ Heav'ns. bleſs your Worſhip. Here 
[G#ves bum bis Cloaths, 

Tom Uh! Thief. " [Pur ihem on. 
hw And is my'Boy honeſt? And did your Worſhip give him 08 
s? 


5 


—- 
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Cloaths? Bleſs your ſweet Eyes fort. Nay, my Boy well dreſt and trimm'd, 
and ſpruc'd, has the Countenance of a Gentleman, | aſſure you, Sir, though 1 
fay it, he has very good Blood in his Veins : For I'll tell you, Sir, your Wor- 
ſhip's good Father (Heaven reſt his Soul) lay at my Houſe, that very Day four 
Months before I quicken'd of my Tommy, I remember't toan hour, Ah Squire, 
he was a good Man, and ſuch a very kind Landlord —— 

N. Se. Death, Frank ! ſhe'll claim Kindred with thee, and make her Booby 
thy Brother anon. 

Fr. W. Gad, I think fo too. Well, Widow, if you dare-truſt me with your 
Boy ; Il anſwer for his good Behaviour. 

Wid. Truſt the noble Squire! Ay, with my Virginity. How ſweetly my 
Bloſſom, my Bud, looks: It becomes him fo prettily, that I vow I muſt kiſs my 
Kid ; I can't forbear> [Kiſſes Tom. | | 

Tom. Kifs ! Judas ! 

Fr. W. Nay, Squire, if you ſhould carry him to a young Girl, of your Wor- 
ſhip's Acquaintance, in a civil way ; no Diſparagement, my Bird, my Cockarel, 
he's a true Game- breed, Sir; will ſhame neither Father nor Mother ; and ll 
turn him looſe in any Ground in Chriſtendom. And ſo Squire, your Servant. 
Tommy, Day, day ; day, day. [Exit Widow and Suſan. 

Tom, Ay march, troop ; ſhew your Shapes. 


Enter Hayns. 

Oh are you come ! well z where's my Princeſs ? 

Hayns, Your Princeſs Tom. My dear hony Queen. 

Hayns, Why, ſhe's gone, Sir. Tom. Gone! gone! 
p _, March'd, gone, gallop'd away, as faſt as a Coachand fix Horſes could 

rive her. 

Tom. Nay, I hope you do but tell me fo. 

Hays, Why what ſhonld ſhedo here? Here was a roaring Billkygſgate, bawl- 
INg SOW —— Tom, My Mother / 

Hayns, So frighten'd hen out of her Princely Wits, that ſhe's gone, clear gone. 

Tom, Here's fine Work ! Do you ſee now, do you ſce what you have done ? 
You wou'd not have her bang'd ; no, not you. Oh unfortunate, unfortunate ! 
Here ſhould I have been a Great Gull, and a Lord Monky; and now ſhall I be 
, nothing but little ſneaking Tom. Dawkins, 

Fr. W. Nay, this is a little too hard. 

Tom. Hard! why 'tis Fire and Gun powder! the Devil and Dr. Foſter ! 
Mothers! a plague of all ſucking Bottles, if theſe be your Mothers. But you 
would not 4ow, hang'd, Udfooks, had ſhe been hang'd ſeven Years before l 


was born, it had been the happieſt Day I had ever ſeen in my Life. 

Hayns, Come, Spark, not quite to break your Heart; your Princeſs will be 
here again to morrow. 

Tom, Ha : dear hony Boy, to morrow ! 

Hayn:, You'll be here next Reficarſal, and brifig your Fool again? 

Fr. W. Ay, ay. Hayns, Let me alone to manage him. 


HB Hayns, 


Tom. But will my little Princeſs — 


(26) 
* Be here again to morrow, 
Have n your Arms ; wi wi dream with 
her, go to Bed to her ifs her, love ber, lic by het— , 
Tom, How ! goto Bed with her ? 
_—_ your Arms. The tendereſt, ſofteſt, kindeſt, melting —- 
Tom, 


Hayns, A clear fair Stage, Sir, and from you no Quarter ; . 
" And fall aboard her like A— l hy 
Tom, Great Grum Carter. [CExcunt, 

AC 3 IY. 


The Scene a W near Thirty Foot high, the Paintin —_ in 
Circle ;. all Ns las Pieces and Back-Scene cut ta to ſee a far- 
ther Proſpe&t of a Wood, continued to the Extent of the Houſe. 
An Imperial Bed appears on the Stage of Crimſon Silk, enrich'd and 
furPd with Gold, and other Ornaments; with a Bed and rich Coun- 


terpane, Tom. lying 1n it. 
Enter Wildblood, Stanmore and Hayns. 


Hayns, N D how do you like your Lodging, noble Prince ? 
A Tom. Oh daintily, daintily : But when will ſhe come? when 
will ſhe come ? dear Boy. 

Hayns, Oh in three Minutes: Till then ſhe has commanded me to entertain 
you with a Dance. 

Tom, A pox o Dancing: 1 want my Queen, 

Hayns, Oh fye, Sir ; Majeſty never goes to Bed without a Dance, 

Tom. Say you ſo ? what a capering young Gipſey ſhall I bave ? and how ſhall 
we Two Frisk it together / 


Two Dancers enter, who are immediately interrupted by Thunder. 
Tom. © Lord ! [The In Ruins ment Ge gg 
Tom. Oh the Devil, the Devil, the Devil: Help, Morder, Morder, [Sink. 
Fr. W. Stay Prince, and take your Miſtreſs with you. 
' N. St. Your Queen ; your Princeſs / 
Fr. W. Ay, Foe, now thou haſt entertain'd vus—— This was a Maſter-piece. 
Hayns, Nay, as ſimple as 1 ſtand here, this very Machine came over from 
France, ' 


N. St. From France ! 


Haynz, 
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my Rs I can aſſure ye. For [Ill tell ye; I the neer- 
Roya of the King's Houſe, and my Brother-Engineers of the Duke's Houſe, 
went over into France t z and this Machine, and a few Clonds of Clouts, 
was all we brought over for Two Thouſand Guineas. 

Fr. W. Nay, ſuch an Engineer-General deſerves Encouragement. Pray 
Mr. Hayns, let me preſent you with Five Guineas. 

N. St. And the ſame Number from me—— 

Hayns, Which makes the Sam juſt Ten, 

I have not ſhar'd o much the Lord knows when. 


; ſet by Mr. Parcel. 


A Song ſung by Miſs 


Strephon mer me to'ther Day, 
= pry ys 

He tallf'd of pony Thing, 

Of Darts, and Flames, and Cupid": Wings. 

What need he tell me o're and ore, 

I had a thouſand Charms and more ? © 
My Glaſs had told me that before. 


And then he fell ts Sobbing, Sighing, 
Cooing, Wooing, Whining, Crying ; 
All but Dying. 
I knew what be meant ; I ſaw't in bis Eyes, 
ha oe | or an - 
Twas all but a Sham, 
All, all that be ſaid ; 
For Toang though I am, 


Towng ail am; 
rp bo ro betr ay'd. 


Fr ,W. Well, Miſs, this is a particular Favour; and I am a new Gown in 
your Debt for't. [Excunt. 


SCEN E 26. Deputy*s Houſe. 


Enter Sir Dottrel aud Palmerin. 


Pal. How ! marry her ! 
Sir Dot, Ay, marry her; ſo 1 fay. 


Pal. 1 thought Sir, you had utterly renounced her z thrown out the trea« -- 


cherous Serpent from your Boſom, and weaned your Heart from all your 


childiſh Follies. Sir Dos, 1 t ſo too. 
Pd. ED nED AIR faln fick again of your old doting Frenzy ? 
remember you have forſaken her, left her, ſcorned her, curſt her : _ 


Pray 
her and her whole Race ; nay, and her Father ——— 


# 


(28) 

Sir Dor, ls a very honeſt Gentleman : He and [ are ſach good Friends again, 

Pal. Friends ! *tis impoſlible. | 

Sir Dot. Nothing more certain. By the ſame good Token he has promis'd me 
his Daughter ; and Pl] marry her. 

Pal. Do you you know what you do, Sir ? Marry a Creature of her Lewd- 
neſs and Infamy ? A Man of your Years to marry a Girl of 'Nineteen ? Why, 
tis cutting a New-River-Head ; you lay in-Pipes for half the Watercocks in the 
Town, Sir. : 

Sir Det. Why, truly, that may be. And yet I have conſider'd the whole Byu- 
lines; and for Thirty three ſubſtantial Reaſons 1 am reſolved to marry her, 

Pal. Reaſons ! 

Sir Dot. Ay, Reaſons: In the firſt Place, as thou ſayſt, a thouſand to one but 
ſl;e makes me a Cuckold ; the more Danger the more Honour, Shackarel.- 
In the next Place, Iam a very old Fellow, and a very little Love will ſerve my 
Turn. And if ſhe ſhould take a ſmall Snap abroad, to mend her Ghort Com- 

ns at Home 3 thou know'ſt Shackarel, that every Thing would live; and 1 
ain 2 Man of more Conſcience than to keep a poor Thing to ſtarve it. 

Fal Conſcience, with a Vengcance '! : 

$ir Dot, And then if 1am a Cuckold, I have a number of Brothers at this 
City end of the Town: I am but one of the Crowd, and ſhall have a great deal 
of good Company. 

Pal. And wou'd you go to the Devil for Company ? 

Sir Dot. Go to the Devil! Ohfyeno, Cuckolds go to Heav'n, Shackarel ; —- 
and Heav'ns a ſweet Place. And as our Parſon told me tother Day, 'tis a very 
difficult Matter to get to. Heavn, eſpecially with Uſe upon Uſe, and Bags upon 
Bags, with rack'd Rents and ſcrew'd Tenants, and Widows Sighs and Orphans 
Tears: And above all, the lamentable Out-cry of Stock-jobbing and Bank- Bills; 
Receipts of good Gold, and Payments of Paper, Shackarel, Then what can 1 
dobetter, than marry a young Wife to ſend me to Heav'n, when I ſhall find it o 
hard to get thither my ſelf. And therefore Nolens volens, Nemine contradicente, 
I'll marry Jacintha. Pal. Well, Sir, if youdare marry her— 

Sir Det. Dare ! It is decreed, nor ſhall thy Fate, oh Cuckoldom, 

Reſiſt my Vow : Though Horns were ſet on Horns, 
And Brows met Brows to guard me, I wou'd through ; 
Hard as the Rocks, ſteep as the Alps in Front, 

P11 wave my tall Brow-Antlers in the Clouds, 

And yet bear up my Head, my Head, proud Citizen. 

Pal. Well; if you have the Courage of a ſecond Caraline, and dare play his 
deſperate Game, and meet his deſperate Fate, you ſhall marry Jacinta; and fo 
take what follows. 

Sir Dot. Take what follows! ſol will. I'm ſure of the firſt good Night, 
2nd to the Gods telongs ts Morrow. And ſo Shackarel, do thou goto her, tell ber 
a piece of my Mind; and if thou canſt get her to take a Walk into my Lord 
Squanderland's Garden, where I'll meet her, and prepare her for the Day of Ju- 


hilee : And fo ſpeed the Plough, [Exit, 
Pal. Speed the Gallows! T hog art full ripe for a Hempen Nooſe, but too 
Catten for a Wedlock o0ne—— One 


SCENE if. 


| Enter Mr. | , 
My. Dep. Now does it puzle mad, ar en know what, to 
make of this Sir Dortrell. To be a reverend Fourſcore, 
is but a natural Frenzy : Brtr't0 be gh roing ad, Re 
Firs, and ſce Sprights and Goblins, Vitions and Horns, 


all ſenſe and Yrs ohms 
thing unaccountable. Bur, 90 marrer oug| he's a tie crar'd inthe 


Serv. Sir, 1 my Young Maſter i is come ro wait upon you. 
Enter Ned $ 
Mr. 
Rooks your Lawyers _ 
thoſe Birds "_ a Feather, "iy 
Ned St. Why faith; Vir, 1 rellw 
bur your City Ravens croak but ſcurvily. 
Mr. D«p. Ravens? 
Ned St. Ay, ey oe old Antiqui 
7 An ol 
"58 in Great Hall's fog, 
Moulced in Old Nel'g"'* 
Av. Dep. Mow; Sorr |-- | 
Ned St. Even fo, Sir. An <rckls By 
Night wants a young c Ange (Eo Sat, 
the Devil's name. Wall Sir, if his Old Chops m 
him a Bcldame ; feed him with his own 


Chicken and Purridge, peer 4 
are 


1M, 16d Cy 
be 


3 016 91 


Fry brick: Wh Br Sir. 


Mr. Dep. How now ;. Re | 
ed St, Something -3 cit Sr Dvetrell, my MMoaibrg a little 
ſhort of his Ninety«ewo. 6/16 If | 
Mr. Dep. Do y hate FOI GELBWG + -- 46% 00k 
Ned St. In eſence of a Fat 0, JEL 
Ms. Dep. AAA, Vbr qt | 
Ned Sr. Paid ro your Chargt&f pot to yoar w eakneſs and 


-; Inz-frice. ln ſhort, Sir, this Sir* —— EE - Þ - Me. 0. 2. 


Ned. St. No, wr lag 
Mr. Dep. How, _ do you; come whitHice tw; | 
To give me Battle 2 Ha Tp TOS | 
Fm - If- Prayers > ? | 
Bartling Weapons, Sir, I core all arm'dagainlt 
I do beſcech you, Sir, It Narare, Pity, _ 
wn Humanity, A 


FITS. oo 


| 3E CORY Boy; 


p - 
Fa % 4 & 4 
. 4 - 
- . o 
Py A 


- Sir, a w y 
IE 


EE yen and-z white Crow. . 
And, by althe Vengeance of a Angry Fuhe, 


wh 


& N. Srev, As you pleaſes > endage gr RE My 
our your are own... 
Bur let me tell. you, Sir,. tis nor thi þ =o end 


Culty. | +4 1/ = pang 
Ar. Dep. Well, : - Boy;:. But come, Ned; 

ted Dep, wet anfg herpes 

Your Silter and 1 will © "en take it. by Tums: . 


un 


(( 34 } 
Fi thabs of her wild Rev ang anenns 
her own. I'll marry Farimtbe tg 
trel's Widow to young Palmerin. 
xrimony will wheedle her into his whats 
break the Old Fellow's Heart ; Six 
Wi and ſo Nine Months of Patience gets your Young Polwerin 
a Wife with 5000 /. atear corroll ne, androat with, mb 
ewenty blind Anger), | 


ſhall 
OO 
Eſta; three Ma: 


_ Se. Nay, this ;N 7 pour y! 


My. Dep. I'll hear no more. Gar yo come WEE 

Sets oe bone diva, dronate hullalioons 

19 morow Night. ey, Goa bone go 

you fall jon in the Point. 
\ Nee On that Condition, Sir, I'm all nooner | 

akeiny Leave, aad wajriyourbloor nt Gracs 

regen Son, lll marry her in che moming, | dg er ll 

#Þ , * vw! __ 


_ oak ol Heads wet wever ſay 
# Fathers Scules waift on ewply, "aa | 
Les Sous Piece Mhnanrs Mi FP F [5 
T's ATET [> ans aps.” Ja «6 | 
Arches, m—_— 27% 


Gold, cron cul ry rd agots 24 
Enter Sir Dottrel, RE CLCSRBacs | 


Face. VN naar 3a Detrrel, here's Nd 66 ren 

ro take her Mens Mon Gd 10 Bo 
Sir Dott. And i {Nr rg oy 

Adulcerae for Ster 


Fac. And then TEE 


; hy nes NS, aſs 
ac. Say you fo, my Heart of Sted. © Ren 
be caſt down : For io chexr up you Heat Loa, 9th une Cotati 
Fears and Jealouſes, | am Virwois. A 
Sir Dort. Virraous ! L ynili?, 0 
a end Ng Fans Ina g 
ay, Atﬀronts and Chaamni've pu: wal) 
Ne ny Ha Re ew Grace 
And here, mar > reg 3 7 x 
Sir Dottrel is the Man of the whole Wor 


The SCENE, 4 


Man with 


T OE make me th' happicſt and beſt Wife in Chrif endow. 
F 2 Sir Duets. I 


_- Oh ! 1th kinder thanede owe Sony | 


my 


rat ported: þ Try 
; Rn TI | { lenirnting their lai Scent. 
Sir DottrellF 
I and was 3 you, ye young Rogre 


= . Even I, Sir. 
. But hadf thou che Heart: w por thy" poor Maſter aro that WICÞ 


has p37: 521g ba: DftG ur 91 7 
Palm. ain, ; ſhe drew me inzo-the Plor; and 1 


ag nd oo Well, 1 he happicſt old Toaſt 

Pa. Kiedoms am t in 
bet + Ned fach a Servant; there are nor the Fel- 
_— of En in the whole Town, from one End to th other ; Uds bud, noe 


Sir Dots.) How! A Maſque? :: 


| of Teverrainment A. - - dirs. 
The Coun fs RE perform roſs 


The Md ft 6 # vir Pureel, ED 


kd 


W——- 1. 40 c 2 

F via. 
Ave it hes | 
In Love's fair fed ky I. - 
Chor. Al the tre Fops,"Gce. IOIY 10 


An A ich P_e oC ITY VT 
The Shepherds ſing. Hae; 


wn le dC o | 
Por the Werk of the Nighe came al Hands away, {nil 
| the ſweet Bride, | 


| by bn Ine Bridegroom's Side - 
Fo Bed, ro Bed with the Bride. 


This again in Chor. | has ave! 


Bridegroom, Come, come, my dear Love, eb Sl abs for 
Al burning Defre, 

In thy Arms t0 expire a: 

To drink the fees. Netter of Gods in Ki v 


And tafte their whoke Heav'n in 
Then come, come, come away. 


0b, den 


ru bogey - ares 


mt EE ON 0 wart 


s that Love can grow. 


Ke. Y STK 4 SCC? 
. 


But come, come to Bed. 
I ſhall die with Shame. 


Bridegroom. 


{ 34) 


Bridegroom. Come, come, come Sway nll af Cw ay Sorrow ; 
nb near wile 
"Bride. "TIT 
Bridegroom, Net one, 
Bride, Wl, well; 3 I mu {dr har Tem. 
W Fo » "s »4C1; | 
Fil ar er the Conde FE « Y 


Well, well; if I mh, IU ty het I com. x 
But, what Jhall 7 & to tie by a Mon: 


Chorug, All the frue bn of Life, &c. F Exeant Maſquers. 
Enmerrainment. But methinks that young 
was z'lirrte roo Coy when ſhe ſhould go 


Sir D. rneenng 
Harloery that periſh By! af 
to Bcd. I hope, my Dear Witr nor ſerve me fo. 

Jac. No, no, n0O. 

Sir D. Then.come along 

Fac. Hold, Stay, Sir Det: 


th 


Fateh as-7 aldecatteniphnt 
arr once made, oe Haier and 
er fefs me. 


e ini £6 frnall a picce of Knight Lemewss 


__ 
dong my before 1 marry, 1 have a re- 
queſt which you muſt not 
theenothing. 

Fac. Then you muſt kg { have made 4 folema Vow NEeVE7 9 TASTY 
that Man but he that ſhall tral ms.” 
Wo .- . Ay, indthis, Str, 

y Vow ; but Vows 

Sir D. But why muſt I 

Pal. Oh ke, Sir Dortrell, 

Fac. Beſides, Sir Derrecl, lt make ir'very eaſic ; you Sir Derrrel, = r 
Man Shackarell ſhall come with a Lad&r, to our Back-windew, {At 


 $is D. Deny thee, Child? Frey deny 
Sir D. Steal thee 1 
ex 
ſhould 1 break them, 
to win a Fair Lady. 
Twelve a Clock at Night. Ti tral of the Window, be XOXc- 


_. Erive, you, run into your Arms, trundle down the Ladder with you, knock 


- up the Farſon, {lip into the Church, tumble v're the Matrimony, troll home 
ro 


(< 35 ) 


my, Parker, tcl! him the wbolt ſtory of :the He 
and-ll the dl of the Town rag Ph Yay 0A 

Sir D. Huzzah! why Flkdo't ; no more, l th hy 

I'l ftcat theeall ; fical thy heart, ſteal £o-Bed to-thee; pA om, 

teal into JO Ts. my \fuch, Delight | Haw 1 conrgin 

A 1.0 -: To 

- Anter Sir Docrrell with a Dark Lanthorn, and Palmarin with Laſer, 

which frat nee n2 


you of 
LISTS Sixzah, ſtay . you == —_ 
come 
Pal. ay £2; 1 fhal warch you 1—HE, where are you?” 

vir. Emar « with @ Beliman': Habit, Lanthorn, &c. 
Boy. Here, Palmerin Limeſelf as a Bellman. (Exit Boys. 


Pal. Oy ater e# rang 
To keey yewr Giry-brows 
Firft watch your Wives, and then' Joor Money ; 
LHnd drive the Hornets from your 
For fear yeur Spouſe your Crabs incalien... 
-= a from and Houſe of Chocolate. - 
your Lambs from fly Court Foxes. 
on Frow Pagan Vizats, aud Side 
Coach with Pledew-witdews. 
mt and none within doors. 
Good Mowow. muy Maſters all, Good Morrow : Paſt Twelve z Clack, and a 
warm F Morning, —-Ha} 2 Ladder at Mr. Depaties Back-window—— 
Why paty,— Your Houle if brokenopen. Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. - 


Ezzer Sir Dottrell, and Jacintha in ber Night-Gown. - 


#.. Thieves, Thieves, . Thieves | 
$. D. Why 'tis I Child, Sir Doctrell. Fac. Sir Devil ! 
'$:D. Why, Chicken, 1-am come to Steal thee. 
| Fae. Steal me,  Impudence ! Thieves, Thieves, Thieves ! 


Enter Mr Deputy in bis - nt above. 
. Mc. Dep. Ha! my Window broke open |- 


Phe.” 


queſt which you muſt not 


Fi 
that Man but he chat ſhall 


{ 34); 


| Yb bng Ig ooh Frere 
— #6; \ 


Not one Night "I 


Not one. : 
Will, well; Tit, 1p 17 What T cam 
But w 1 ao to and v1 Uh, 401.) 
Apt coop ns | 


alt | 
—_ --» wh 
br gre 


Well, _ if 1 nt, I'll thy whe! hm. -- 
But, what Jhah 7 & 2.86 by a Mon? 


Chorus, All the true Tor: of Lie &c. f Exeart Maſquers. 


\ . 


Sir D. 1 profeſs a Entertainment. . But methinks Free young 
Harloery or CAE was a lirrle roo Coy when ſhe ſhould go 


to Bed. I hope, my Dear, thon' itr nor ſerve me ſo. 


Jac. No, no, n0O. 
Sir D. Then come along 
Fac. Hold, Stay, Sir Dat? 


little Honey-ſuckle. 
mn, before I marry, 1 have a re- 


Sir D. Deny thee, Child 2h Jeep choegwehs 
Ac. Then you mul koi fare made 4 lms ou! nmr gan 


_ 


you. pro mc, 7 mn nil ach 
arr orice made, w—_— and 


Sir D. os 
ac. Ay, 
y Vow ; but Vows yy 


ſhou'd 1 break them, & mc. 
Sir D. But why mal ee: 
Pal. Oh fie, Sir Dortrel, Ur $0 frnal a piece of Knight Lemewsy 
to win a Fair Lady. 


Fac. Belides, Sir Dorreell, 1'lt Per it'very eaſic ; you Sir Derrrel, _ 
Man Shackarell ſhall come with a Laddcr, to our Back-wind@w, 
Twelve a Clock at Night. Ti ſttal of the Window, be 


r 
{ar 


Xerc 
. Crive, you, run into your Arms, trundle down the Ladder with you, knock 
up the Farſon, {lip into the Church, tumble v're the Mairimony, troll home 
ro 


Ti 85 ) 

my, Parker, tcl! him ———— He 
anda the Bl af the Town riog O) Joy Fey 

Sir D. Huzzah! why Flkdo't ;:fap no morg,. lth by 

V'L cat chee-all ; teal chy heart, ERS om, 


ftcal into th -Oh ſuch Raprurcs | Yagh, D 1 comin 
me to-the Wedding. night. a | | IT 
VF: 
- Avter Sir Docrrell with a Dark Lanthorn, and Palmarin with aLagicr,. 
which front fnmeee 


O: 
the 


| , _— . 
the s and 
2 bappy Man, 58, But - 
ſure ou | La | 


F it thoold th, ER 


a, 
-@ great weight, ny yr , 
Pal. Pox on heavier of 
5, [pe a og op aching edge {or 


come 
Pal. Wrr"-y I ſhall watch you |——Hft, where are you 
Emear @ with a Beliman's Habit, , > 8&1). 


Rey. Here, tir {Emer Limeſelf as a Bellanan. (Exit Boys 


Pal. Ml yaw that on Bedr lye waking, 
To keep your Giry-brews frears aking. _ 
Firft watch your Wives, and then your Money ; 
= 9 the oats free your Honey. 
For fear yeur $ eh inoculate, . 
ber from « nnd Houſe of Chocolate. 
Preſerve your Lambs from fly Court Foxes. 
From mw Te” Vizars, aud Side 
Coach with Wieden-windews. 
Lowe and none within doors. 
Goon Mhwpy. ap Maſters all, Good Morrow : Paſt Twelve 2 Clack, and a 
Morning, ——Hat 2a Ladder at Mr. Depmties Back-window—— 
Why.S puty-— Your Houſe i brokenopenn. Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. - 


Ezzer Sir Dottrell, and Jacintha in ber Night-Gown. 


#e.. Thieves, Thieves, . Thieves | 
'S. D. Why 'tis I Child, Sir Dottrell. = Sir Devil ! 
 $:D. Why, Chicken, 1-am come ro Steal thee 
| Fac. Steal ime, Impudence ! Thieves, Thicves, Thieves ! 


Enter Mr in bis — above. 
. Mc. Dep. Ha! my Window broke open |— 


\ £36! | | 
Wai ra rt 
a meet dat, win do you mea Where you going ho! l 


«c. Juſt as you deſerve, Mr. yes 2 — of Dia- 
monds into your Pocket. V SE Strce Farmer, 
Eater Me: ns Below. 


Mr.- VA "oak andorst-AVCiiit of Jock bought of 
Pine at for 6000 Povind, and. worth 10000. Loſt, undone -— > > "wg 


— 


7 wha Pox euch avrondetinen ro for Old Rata a 


. T can my Eyes F 
ne your peicher.if tha oun pungWieh ha cho hav of em. 
$i » yonder's: my —_YY Eome from 
jt, NE aL B tromud Han finger Street Coach; PEPE 60s 
him co hear the whole Buſineſs? 
S. D. My Lord Chief Juſtice !-- 


wor fec Ay, Sir Sir, let him be cal'd, Ir me have Juſtice that us 
Ri &r of your Houſe. on nnnt + an yoh've y'd and ruin'd me. 
Made me diſpoſe my hearr to that hate, Map ID 
Love of me. *' I'was not the Charms "allmy Your i ang Beauty ; My bloom- 
ing Virtue, ard any Virgin Innocence. 
S. D. Oh Woman, youre mon. 


Fac. No: "rwas the. {par of your Jewels t ge yy > 
S. D. Was ever ſuch. arab! Ci Oh, h, Sir,- believe her one word ; 
all Deſign, Plot, Treaſon, upon my, H my ts ir ; and ſhe has _ 


wheedling diſſembling 


mercy t a Weaver at an 
" no Man bur he that 


young Imp there told 1ne ſhe 6x ns 4 a Vow t6 
Ghoul ſteal her ; and 1 lie an 0M blind durce—— 


fays the } Steal me} 
DEC & Rat hl nec rae es ws © bo 


4 FILTH of VUiage, 


[ Ay Child; 
out v Str, f-al h&t 1 3A, Sit, Shes Hire, whar nhotfloniaud if 
Mr. Dep. _ Ay, your may tell me what you pkak.;- You-ghat Can do ſuch 
wicked things, can trave t e confidence to ſay any thing. 


Enter PAmerin ar L:xd Chief Fuſbice, by: Train born wp by hav lack, 
My Noble Lord)! 1 bs 8 yaur Lonf(kips pardon; focgiting yyu this puþl at 


this unſeaſonalte-timvt O17 fr 256d T ! 2rbugml Gor pore an 
Pal. Juſtice is never tr9u ubl {ome nor x unſcalonable, we Ic ound to right 


s Iat: 


gic injured. s . 2606 4 COLTS 
| ——————— - . _ \- IC © 4 4 * # q 0 . Mc. Dep» 


= 7, 

. Fw euaiingd Lord. 1 have had [A Chair {et 
_ Hy ixngrig -3 mf Lord raV4 ors Pan. fu 
EY 

Pal. Six thouſand Pound | 

Mr. Dep. See there the Ladder, and ſce here the Thief, 
- Pal. Sir Dottrell! 

S. Der. 1 ſhall run mad ; that's certain 

Pal. The Worſhipful Sir Dortvell, Canal amazement. 
 $. Dor. nts onda Ay and amaz'd, and amaz'd a1cIy 
have heard the w . Your Lordſhip is a Good ND go 
ned alles Ries a ee EE 
you the whole truth from the Top to the Bottom. 1'll confeſs all my Lord, 

Pal. | Confels ! pope ha tos Sir Dortrell. 

Sir Der. Then in the Ilamaw , empty-headed 
old Sot of Fourſcore, Lots and 

Pal. Very ' good. 

Six Dor. +, — VR having no more Grace than Brains, and nq 
more Fear — __ than t0-—— 

De Houſe! N Lord, break fools head of 

ir Det, A e! No my A own, 
[Sir Dar, Break open a Houle! No my a beak a fk ea of y 0m 
of hard heads call'd Matrimony. 

Pal. Very well. Go on, Sir. 

Sir Dot. An old doating fool to have no more ſenſe at theſe years than tg 

end tro make Womans Mear, when 1 a0 mon pee, Wexpſhanact, 2 

rd.* To be hankering after Young Fleſh, when 1 am the way of 
fleſh; and thus by the wicked inſtigatiow of the W the Devil, and dry 
DL with one Leg in my Grave I had no more than 


think of the other ro Bed to a Girl of Ninercen; and to lay my old 
Ne ACA Leer En va 

Palm, A an 2 wg, 2 
occaſion for a'Neckkace of Pearl, Locker th poop Lady, and. having « painicae 
tothe Value af Six Thouſand Pounds, for a Preſent to your Young Miſtreſs, 
you mad bl wit Mr Dear 

Sir Dotr. 1 know nothi yo Or Leciny gal Diewond, I had 
no Defgn bur upon vn Daugheer there ; that Fury 
fry w—bur by me hn! appt hp chat Core-oor is Lach d Shaog, my 


Loxd. 

Palm, Hal What's allchis? 

Sir Dazt. A wicked and notorious gh tha kayo the Bal: 
Fall and Deſtruction of the Right W pat thr Dotarel. 

Palm.. Yer hold, Sir. 

Sir Dore. | cannot hold. | mult cones my Sn, and repent oy Lord 


. < wr ry oy galloping the fair Road 
wo merely or an Old  Concomb Eighty E3 = a has the 
Wa thanto Mary a Young Girl of Egtwecn, heaps more Coals upon his41-14 


hm 


- $ 
] } THEE 
| WHEER 
: I 4 FL 3 pi i 
3 > : Z rs E 
a. Ie AI 
7 2 13 By: Mi 
[3 'E , 4 -R x e274 : 
RRTOL : | Ha gateanlet 
AUS: ft 1 EGO FE HEnS i 3 
BEA rH 15 jel Piet: 
TENT. TEE fy WEAR HI, 
Meet ua ag ay 


4; 
i 


7 


vel 
"7, 


5 


. 


pat 
: 


2 


rel 


S 


. Nay, Madam, your Commands—— Sir Dott. O ſweet Rogue ! 
Well, Sir Dottrel, for this fair Lady's fake I'll try what I can do for 
Bur fie, Sir. Derzrel, half your Eſtate! That's too much : You ſhall 


FM - Wo 
"or I'D 


under your Hand and Seal, to returr-thar Eſtare ro Palmerin, 1'll pro- 
miſe you your Life. . Sir Doce. With all my Hears, =_.” 


[Signs ond Seol;. 
your AQ and Deed to the Uſe of Pabmerin Wcrthy. 
Palmerin VY orthy. 


Palm. No ; no Shackarell ncither: ar 76 of your Man Shakrrell, 1 am 
: Your 


"7 d — v. - 


ed 


”- 


ode OW: L- this La 3 vn "_ Ri» 
Mil.” Palmet {bg *. Pw. Ari now, Mr. Deputy —— | 
Mr. Dep. Pobmatin Vary ru ng 7 
Pal.As kind Fortune has at laſt removed all Obſtacles to my Hononrable Pre- 


renfions-to the Fair Facinit 2s this kind Knight has given me one Eſtare, 
I hope you'll give me another, your Beauriful , Sir. 

Av. Dep. Ay, with all my Hearr and Sou Take her, dear Boy, take her, 
and Heav'n bleſs rhee with her. Yoang Palnerin, and 2 Thouſand a Year ! 
Thou art ſuch an ingenious young Rogae, thoa defervd'it a Girl with her 
Weight in Diamonds. | 

Sir Dett. Here's fine Work. 

Mr. Dep. Go, take herto Church, take her w-thy Arms, take herto Bed ; 
and get me Grandfons and Great Grandſons. How thall 1 mend my dull 
Ciry-Breed with fach a Wit for my Son-in-law ! : 

Sir Dert. And at not thou. a Perjur'd Devil 7 

Fac. Pexjur'd ! No, not ar all. 

Sir Derr. No, young Deceiver ? Where's rhe Promiſe yowmade me ? 

Fac. I have perform'd 'em. 

Yes, Sir; yr before this Honeſt Gentleman. 

Sir Dott. with a Vengeance ! | 

Fac. 'Sir Dottre} was the Man of the whole World 
Should make me the happieſt and beſt Wife in Chri/tendom, 

. And I have kept that Promiſe: For Sir Doctrel 
| Has given my Palmerin an Eſtate, and that 

Eftate has given me Palmerin. And thus 
(Upon my Knees I thank you.) You have made me 
+ That beſt, that oſt Wife—— 

' * Sir Dore. 1cah bear no longer. . [Going away.. 


| Gon ty Fades; own Thane 94 you hardly. ' | 
And yet I never wrong'd you. Sir Dott. How? Not wrong'd me ! 
Fac. No, Sir ; not wrong'd you: I have lov'd ye more 


In cheating yaa, than yon, | 
What *rwas you ask'd ;- and what I have deny'd. 
Marriage, alas ! Sir Dottrel, had. undone ye : 


Totake a Wife, pee RENEE REN gooey ' 

Your Age could never pay. Ler ſuch Grey 

Go not.co-Church ro NG. hue vo Poopank, 

And kneel to Heaven, not Woman, at years. 
Sir Dett. In troth, thou art inthe ri 

In thy ſoft Arms 1ſhoald have ſept 
And Sleeping had becn all; riay, and, perhaps, not that too. 


ton't. IC $. 


I fhould 


of 


; Mwik my Heir I'll make thee. OU Kge, 


SLE 


f 


LE 
wh 


Not no Toung Riva ſhall debar rye thar- LINE 
My Forrunes, Treaſures, Jewels: Five fair ipe ; 
Twice five fair Thouſand Acres ; '* | | 

And thrice as many Pounds in fairer Gold, + 


Is all thy own. Give but a ppor Old Man _ 
My Length and Breadrh in Clay, niam Duſt; ; 
And all the reſt, my dear Facintbe, *s thine: FP, 


Fac. Oh, this amazing Kindneſs! Lerme kneel once more: 
Too poor in Thanks to pay this wondrous Goodneſs. 

Palm. ToF#hoor, indeed. Sir Dot. Nay, fye ; dear Shackarel, riſc. 
Thou art the of fair Fecinchs, 
And 1 am thy Servant now=—— And riſe Facinths, rilc. 


Coma, dir. Depuee | "Hl borh be Fathers now. 
Mr. Dep. Yes, the b ndeft 


bappick, ou the kindeft Father. 
Sir Dorr. Come, thou Ficer Bride that muſt be, we'll prepare 
The Wedding-Dinner : Shall we nor ? 
A de AR Ne meg: 

the iy | 
To fee Palmeria the ppy Man : | 
Nay, Illdance too, as heartily as 1 car. [Donne 


Bak o Prof? of Hom of Terrer Walks 98 Tie ire . ph 


Above Fifty 


(4+) 
SCENE th Lt. _ Cynthia's "Bower. 


fode = Gerad wh Pane i a of Fire Hrs Dog 
Pp are with Pedeflads : 
Gs Thing fe Pele os fled Sen Glen Ln 


Jo ard Diana ; pad ang, Neptune and Thetis ; Palins avd 
Mercury ; Bacchus and Ceres ; Hercules axd Flora ; Cupid axd 
the Center, .and advanci ny Four Faw. gt, 
of Steps. This'Sett of 7d round 
ap in Ribbons of Gold, 


ered ranch dbl Fees tyed 
' terminating at Fifty 
& the Hinke, with a Proſpeft of a Garden above the cheſt Terras. 


Foot dee _ hee = 
the al X which 
beer Pip Figeres ve fem | xy Terra#'s, ſome of which De« 


Set by Mr. D. Purcel. 


Atrs. Crols, i OR TO ve {rs 
Fovial Hour aw 
54 Shs the Gollew Mites rol, 
ICU Sing and Danes and Play. 


Miſs. See in the ſmiling Moyth y, 
UteÞ fecha pe 7 the Grow they pla, > "> 


thing as 
ty dp Lars Ber p* ” 
Ther juſt can adn and pranth : 


Fn, , and Oh t Lot 
But if 1 live til if fifteen, 
See ſuch fine Sparks as here are ſeen. 
I fear, I fear, wad bobs 
To perch and od Depts | 


And more than tatt 
and prattle, 


7 chew hall hg and love beſide. 


Whilf Court: bave all the Pomy and 
The Greve: have ill the Sweets and Foyt. 


i #& 5 the | 
Ln ads Bev dr 
4 dhe 1 thengh net as greet a bh. 
5h cams 1 rr er Rr Chr 
Thes let the all inſpire 
Oar Fo: to « Subliamer Arr. 


Let ber Great Nanee go round ; 
Tet hnuder tet is [6 


Hains. Well, Sir ; and what think you of our New World inthe Moon ? 
v4. Why, Faich, Fo, Ithink, as your Painter has dref#d it, "tis » new 
or 


Hainc. And how do you it ? 
Wild. As 1 do a MiſtreG.the 
New ſtill new A 
And an Ori 


Beauty ſure may pleaſc. 


(th I 


EPIEQG-U E 


___ a —Þ wich _ Wis 


She Enters Singidg Fart of « an Old "X\ 


HE p OE Es ALS wie Meees 
VVith thi: ts Brie ff kay e'? 


Tod, hard to 


But, Gentlewen == I muſt 
Smce Fit hoſt 2" 
rrp rakes NET NY 


And here, with oy i Hond, declore 
To juſt ifie it," ng ain 
Strive x0 —— Painter, th Player. 
The Poet, be, als! v 4, 
On your Gred Nature, fv 
But now, perbaps, way 
To ſee hinaket Fo - But I ſwear 
I'd fight our Foes, did 1 I not too well know 
"Tavonld ſpoil my CharaBer of rag ture a Beam, 
Therefere, Face w m geod nany'd, 
For, rat me, xg ® ws ac? 
But, Pax em, "tis home-ſyrun 
All from on Engliſh Wis, md Engliſh Grourh." 
But if we'd ler it make a coſtly Dawes 
To Paris, and bring home ſome Scenes om France, | 
I'm ſure ewes > cbr: For you, Gadzboks,” ave diwi®;, . _ 
 4ndwih rhem well, that wif you at the Devil. 


T'N-1 'S. 


